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THOU ART THE MAN.

CHAPTER I.

A LETTER FROM THE DEAD.

There were masses of black cloud in the grey evening sky, and

a misty darkness brooded over the shoulder of the moor, as the

barouche, with its fine, up-standing greys, came swinging round

the curve of the road leading to Killander Castle—a more

luxurious carriage than is generally to be met with on a

Cumbrian Moor—but this carriage belonged to a lady whose

importance filled the land to the farthest limit of moor and

valley, and away to the edge of yonder distant sea, whose

leaden waves were edged with livid spray at this sunset hour

of a stormy October afternoon.

The lady—Sibyl, Countess of Penrith—was sitting alone in

her carriage, wrapped in dark fur, with a proud, clearly cut

face showing pale between the sable of her close-fitting toque

and the sable collar of her long velvet mantle. Her eyes had

a dreamy look as they surveyed the desolate landscape, the

undulating sweep of moorland, the distant grey of the sea. The

droop of the sensitive lips suggested mournful thoughts, or it

might be only a pensive reverie in harmony with the sullen

atmosphere, and the dark monotony of the landscape.

Suddenly, out of the very ground, as it seemed to Lady
Penrith, a rough looking man came running after the carriage.

The footman looked round at him, as if he had been a dog, and
took no further heed than he would have taken of a dog. The
coachman drove steadily on, touching the muscular shoulders
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2 Thou art the Man.

of his sleek greys daintily with the point of his whip, quickening

the pace as the sky darkened.

The man came running on, giving chase to the carriage, and

waving an arm in a ragged fustian sleeve.

" Stop," cried Lady Penrith, and the coachman pulled up his

horses, in the midst of the bleak, bare moor, and the footman

alighted from the box and came to the carriage door, touching

his hat with gloved fingers, mute image of obedience and

subserviency.

"That man wants to speak to me," said her ladyship.

"Wait."

The vagabond's footsteps drew near. He was at the carriage

door in less than three minutes, breathless and hoarsely panting,

with a sound like the grating of rusty iron. He looked

like a shepherd out of employment, ragged, gaunt, hungry-

eyed.

"Are you Lady Penrith?" he asked.

" Yes," answered her ladyship, with her purse open in her

hand, having only one idea as to the man's motive in following

her carriage.

Beggars were rare on that moorland road, but this man was
evidently a beggar, she thought; and not being a political

economist, her first impulse was to relieve him.

He said never a word, but fumbled under the ragged shirt

which hardly hid his lean breast, and produced a folded scrap

of paper', which he flung into the lady's lap, then turned and
ran away—across the moor this time, as fast as he had run
after the carriage three minutes before.

"Follow him," said Lady Penrith to the footman, and the

footman went tripping and stumbling over the stony moor,

nearly falling down at every second step.

The hungry vagabond vanished into the dim grey of evening

before the over-fed lackey in his buckled shoes had gone fifty

yards across that uneven ground.

He came back, breathlessly apologetic, and explained the

impossibility of catching a man who ran like a rabbit.

" Do you know who he is, or where he comes from ?
"

" No, my lady. Never saw him before, to my knowledge."

"There is no village in that direction nearer than Cargill,
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and that is three miles off. He must have come from Cargill,

I suppose. A beggar, no doubt. That will do, James.

Home."
Home ! The word, how often soever she might pronounce it,

had always a sound of irony in her ear. "What likeness was

there between the English ideal of home and Killander Castle,

on the Cumbrian moorland ; or Penrith House, Berkeley Square

;

or the Mimosas at Cannes ; or the Den, near Braemar ; or any
habitation owned by Archibald, Earl of Penrith? There are

men and women who can create an atmosphere of domestic

peace in a log-hut in the Australian bush, or in a lodging-house

at the East End of London. There are others who, among a

dozen palaces, cannot make one home.
A pale streak of yellow light on the western edge of the moor

showed where the sun had dipped below the horizon. A colder

wind blew from the far-off sea, and Lady Penrith shivered as

she took up the scrap of soiled paper from her lap, and held it

gingerly with the tips of her gloved fingers.

It was less than half a sheet' of notepaper. There was only a

few pencilled words in four straggling lines along the paper

;

and those few words were so difficult to decipher that Lady
Penrith had to pore over them for a long time in the waning

light before she made them into the following sentences :

—

"Out of the grave, the living grave, a long-forgotten voice

calls to you. Where their worm dieth not, and their fire is not

quenched."

No signature; no indication of from whom or whence the

message came. A madman's scrawl, no doubt, inspired by

some half-cloudy purpose in the troubled brain of lunacy. The
ragged wretch whom she had taken for a beggar was doubtless

some wandering lunatic, harmless, and therefore permitted to

ramble about the countryside. A religious enthusiast, perhaps

!

The scrap of Scripture pointed that way.

Lady Penrith resolved to drive to Cargill next day and search

out the history of the writer, if indeed he lived there, as seemed

likely; unless he were to be found in one of those lonely

cottages scattered here and there over the face of the moor,

between Penrith and Ardliston, the little seaport whence coal

and iron were shipped for the south. A great tract of wild
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country, broken only by small and solitary hamlets, lay between

these two points. The coal-mines and smeltiDg works and

miners' villages all lay northward of Ardliston. The landscape

on this southward side of the harbour was wild and gloomy,

but had a certain stern beauty of its own, and was not disfigured

by mining operations of any kind.

Lady Penrith was interested in the troubled mind whicn had

prompted that pencil scrawl. A call to repentance, no doubt

;

such a summons as the pauper Puritan, seeing rank and beauty

roll by in a three-hundred-guiuea barouche, not unseldom feels

himself called upon to deliver. There was really nothing to

wonder at. There was hardly anything exceptional in the

incident, unless perhaps it were that the man should have been

there in the nick of time, as her ladyship's carriage went by.

Yet even that circumstance was easy enough to understand if

he were an inhabitant of the district. She drove in that direc-

tion often, and as a person of mark in the neighbourhood her

habits were doubtless noted and known.

No, there was nothing curious in the incident, nothing worthy

of much thought; and yet she thought of nothing else during

her homeward drive. She carried the thought with her under

the great grey gateway with its iron portcullis ; and into the

hall, where the atmosphere of smouldering logs and hothouse

flowers had a feeling as of the warm, sweet South she knew
so well ; and up to her own sitting-room, where the slip of soiled

paper lay on her lap as she sipped her solitary cup of tea. His
lordship and his lordship's friends had been out shooting all

day ; her niece—a niece by courtesy—had gone with the luncheon
cart, and the lady of Killander Castle had the great mediaeval

fortress all to herself in the October gloaming.

Presently she drew the lamp nearer, and scrutinised that

pencilled scrawl even more closely than before in the bright
white light.

" It is not the writing of an uneducated man," she said to

herself, and then her head sank lower, as her elbow rested on
the cushioned arm of her chair, until her forehead almost
touched the slip of paper on the table in front of her. She sat

there some minutes, lost in dreamy thought.

" How strange that the hand should be like his ! " she
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murmured. And then after a pause, " Is it really like, or do I

fancy a resemblance because he is so often in my thoughts? "

Then, after another lapse into reverie,

" He was not in my mind to-day. I had other things to think

of. 1 was brooding on the hard realities of life; not upon its

losses and regrets."

She took up the paper, and studied it again, noting every

stroke of the pencil.

" It is like the writing of the dead," she said at last, with

conviction. " The hand which wrote was the hand of a gentle-

man. I must hunt out the writer. I shall not rest until I find

out who and what he is ; a madman, no doubt; but should he

be in poverty and distress I should like to help him—if it were

only because he writes like the dead.''

She rose, and went across the room to the large old-fashioned

escritoire, where most of her letters were written, and where,

among numerous pigeon-holes and quaint recesses, there were

two deep drawers, provided with Bramah locks. She unlocked

one of these, and dropped the scrap of paper on the top of the

neatly-arranged packets of letters, tied with different-coloured

ribbons— letters which were in some wise the record of a

woman's life. There was one of these packets—the thinnest of

them—tied with a broad black ribbon.

Lady Penrith stood for a minute or so with the drawer open,

looking down at those letters bound with the black band ; then

she slowly closei the drawer and locked it, and as she turned

away from the escritoire her eyes were dim with tears.

That fancied resemblance in a handwriting had been like the

lifting of a coffin lid for one last look at the dead face under-

neath. All the passion and the despair of a long buried past

had come back to Sibyl Penrith at the bidding of an unknown
lunatic who happened to write like the man to whom she had

given her girlish heart ten years ago.

She was sitting in her low chair by the fire, in the shadow of

a tall Indian screen, when the door opened suddenly and an

exuberant young woman came noisily into the room, and brought

the dreamer back in an instant from the past with its fond

regrets to the present with its manifold obligations.

" Oh, such a day !
" cried the new-comer. " You were better
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off even in your dreary afternoon drive. I had to wait, and.

wait, and wait for those men, till I was absolutely ravenous,

and the hot dishes were utterly spoilt. I shall never go out

with the luncheon cart again, unless I have three or four pretty

girls to back me up. Those selfish wretches would be punctual

enough then ; but they don't mind reducing poor plain me to

the verge of starvation."

" Poor plain Cora," said her ladyship, as the girl seated her-

self at the tea-table and began a spirited attack upon the cakes

and buns which Lady Penrith had left untasted. " Girls who
really think themselves plain don't talk about it. They live

in the hope that it is a secret between themselves and their

looking-glasses."

" Oh, but I am an exception to your rule," protested Miss

Urquhart, with her large serviceable mouth full of Scotch bun.

"When I was twelve years old I found out the difference

between beauty and ugliness. I heard all the pretty little

girls admired—' such blue eyes, such long lashes, such dear

little mouths, such lily and rose complexions, and lovely golden

hair,' while I observed that people called me good, or clever, or

sensible! As if any girl wanted to be called sensible! fco I

looked steadily at my image in the glass, and I faced the

unpleasant fact.

"'You are plain, Coralie,' I said to myself; 'unmistakably
plain. You have tolerable eyes, and good teeth ; but your nose
is a failure, your complexion is pallid, and your mouth is just

twice too large for prettiness. Never forget that you are plain,

my dear Coralie, and then perhaps other people won't remember
the fact quite so often. Shake hands with Fate ; accept your
thick nose and your pallid complexion as the stern necessities

of your existence, and make the most of your eyes and teeth,

and your average head of hair.' That is the gist of what I said

to myself, in less sophisticated language, perhaps, before I was
fifteen, and from that line of conduct I have never departed. So
if I have come to nineteen years of age without being admired,
I have at least escaped being laughed at

!

"

" You are a bright, clever girl, Cora, and have quite enough
good looks to float your cleverness, and to win you plenty of

attention."
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"Do you really mean that? "asked Miss Urquhart, turning

a pair of keen brown eyes upon Lady Penrith. " Well, you who
are among the handsomest of your sex can afford to be generous.

The men are civil enough to me, certainly ; and I believe some
of them like me, in a way, as a jolly good fellow, don't you
know."

"I think you ought to leave off being a jolly good fellow,

Cora, and remember that you are a young lady, now your

twentieth birthday is drawing near," said her ladyship, with

kindly seriousness.

" What, leave off cigarettes, and horsey talk, forego my morn-

ing fun in the stables and kennels—give the billiard-room a

holiday—and take to embroidering window curtains and reading

the last book of the Honourable Somebody's travels in Timbuctoo.

So I would, Auntie, if I could only make up my mind which

line is likely to pay best in such a case as mine—the well

brought up, stand-offish young lady, or the free and easy young

person whom her male acquaintances talk of as ' good fun,' or

' not a bad sort.'

"

" Perhaps you will explain what you mean by paying best ?
"

" Oh, I'm sure you catch my meaning. Which line will bring

me the most eligible offer of marriage ? That is the question.

Of course there is a sprinkling of proper-minded young men,

the cream of the Peerage and the landed gentry, who could only

be won by a proper-minded young woman ; but I doubt if among
these chosen ones there is a chance for such as I, and I have

observed that the ruck of young men prefer the society of a girl

who is distinctly on their own level, a little below them rather

than a little above. That is why chorus girls and barmaids

often get on so well in the world."

" Ah, Cora, what a pity you should have learnt so much about

the seamy side of life !

"

" Yes, that comes of being brought up by a father instead of

a mother. Had my mother lived she would have reared me in

a state of guileless innocence. I should have thought burlesque

boys and pantomime fairies a kind of semi-angelic creatures,

and I should never have heard of a barmaid ; whereas the

governor used to entertain me with the gossip of the clubs every

morning at breakfast, the only meal he took at home."
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"My poor Coralie! And your father—pray don't call him

governor—taught you that your mission in life is to marry ?
"

*' Well, if I can; badly, if I can't ; at any rate to get myself

some kind of a husband, so as to take myself off the paternal

hands. At least, that was his idea a year or two ago. Now
that you are so good to me and let me be here and in Berkeley

Square, he is no longer so keen on my marrying. So long as I

don't worry or burden him he is satisfied. But when you grow

tired of me "

" I am not going to tire of you, Cora. I mean to grow fonder

of you, if you will let me."

"Let you! Why, I worship you. You are my ideal of all

that is perfect in woman. If the leopard could change his spots

I would prove my sincerity by trying to be like you—in grace

and dignity and high and pure thoughts "

Lady Penrith acknowledged these compliments with a sigh.

" Ah, I know you have only a poor opinion of yourself, you

don't half know how good you are."

" Good ! I am nothing, Cora ; a passive nonentity ; a piece

of human furniture that fills an allotted space in Lord Penrith's

establishment, and which is of no importance in the world

either for good or evil."

" That is hard, ain't it," sighed Coralie. "With your beauty
you ought to have done as much harm as Cleopatra. You
ought to have seen fleets destroyed and armies slaughtered for

your beaux yeux, or kept two kingdoms in commotion, like

Mary Stuart. Or even in these degenerate modern times you
might have set the town in a blaze, been the cause of separa-
tions and divorces, Belgian duels, and Mayfair suicides. With
beauty, and such wealth as yours—to be only Lady Penrith.

No, it is not much after all. And yet how many people envy
you—I, myself, for instance !

"

" I hope you are above so paltry a feeling, Cora."

"Don't hope anything exalted or noble of my father's

daughter," said Coralie, renewing her attack upon a pile of
crisp biscuits, and munching as she talked.

" I don't like to hear a daughter speak of her father as you
speak of yours, Cora," Lady Penrith said gravely, " and I would
much rather you left his name out of our conversation. You
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ought to remember that he and I have long ceased to be

friends."

" I ought ! I ought !

" cried Cora. " I am a wretch to forget,"

and then she put down her biscuit and sighed remorsefully.

" It was so good of you to rescue me from my shabby, lonely

life ; it was so good of you to forget that I am Hubert Urquhart's

daughter."
" You are my husband's niece. That gives you a claim upon

me, Cora."

" There are hundreds of women who would laugh such a

claim to scorn ; and you have plenty of girls of your own blood

to care for ; those nice Hammond girls, who are devoted to you."

" They are very good girls, but they have a mother to look

after them."
" And I was motherless and alone, educated in a second-rate

school, kept by a needy French woman in a shabby suburb

beyond the Bois de Boulogne, and eating my heart out in a

dingy lodging-house, which had but one virtue, that it was near

my father's favourite clubs. Oh, how I hated that dark, narrow

street under the shadow of St. James's Church, and the joy-bells

and death-bells, and the clock that struck all the weary hours

;

and the smart weddings, which served only to remind me how
little chance I had of ever beiDg married in a respectable

manner ; and the landlady, who would come in and squat down
uninvited upon the wretched sofa—until I felt tempted to ask

whether the law between landlord and tenant made it her sofa

or ours—and who condoled with me because I must be so lonely

with my books and piano ! As if books and piano were not

better than her cockney company. Oh, it was a bottomless pit

of squalid misery from which you rescued me. I ought to be

grateful.*'

" Don't talk about gratitude, Cora. Be happy That is all

I want of you."
" I'll do my best," answered the girl briskly. " T don't know

whether it is the chef or Mrs. Kicketts who makes the-e too

delicious biscuits, but whatsoever hand mixes the paste it is

the hand of genius. And now I must go and give myself a

warm bath, after all the mud and mire of the day's diversion,

and spend an hour or so in making myself just endurable."
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"Put on one of your prettiest frocks," said Lady Penrith.

"Mr. Coverdale is a good enough match for any young

woman."
" The Honourable and Beverend John Coverdale ! It looks

rather nice upon the address of a letter. But do you suppose

for one moment, Aunt, that a serious and cultured Anglican

parson would ever look with the eye of favour upon me?"
asked Cora, pausing with her hand upon the door.

"Love delights in incongruities. Mr. Coverdale is highly

intellectual, and I believe both kind and conscientious. He is

just the husband to
"

" To reform me ! Ah, Aunt, if it were any use trying for

him."

She opened the door quickly, and was gone. Lady Penrith

heard her whistling a music-hall melody, learnt in the smoking-

room, as she went along the corridor.

" That is the warmest affection I get in this house," thought

Sibyl Penrith, as the notes died away in the distance. " I

wonder whether she is false or true ? An Urquhart, and true

!

That would indeed be an anomaly. But then there is the other

side. Her mother may have been a good woman."
She wanted to think well of this motherless girl if she could,

for pure pity, although the girl was the daughter of that man
whom she regarded as her worst enemy, the man who had
turned the sweetest gift of life to bitterness and despair. She

believed the worst of Hubert Urquhart, her husband's half-

brother; and yet, hearing from Lord Penrith that Hubert
Urquhart's daughter was living alone and neglected in a bachelor

lodging-house, all her kindly instincts rose in the girl's favour,

and she lay awake a whole night thinking how she could serve

this unhappy waif, whose misfortune it was to belong to such
a father.

There was one thing Lady Penrith could not do. She could
not cross the threshold of any house inhabited by Hubert
Urquhart.

She spoke to her husband on the morning after that night of

troubled thought.
" I have been thinking of what you told me yesterday about

your brother's girl," she began. " I don't like the idea of your
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niece being in such a miserable position, and if you don't object

I should like to take her to live with me. There is plenty of

room for her, both here and in the country."

" Yes, there is room enough, undoubtedly. "We are not a

large family," said Penrith, who had fretted himself with an
angry wonder at the absence of an heir.

Two children had been born to him, and had died in infancy.

It seemed to him that there was a curse upon his union with

a woman who had never flattered him so far as to pretend she

loved him. She had given him herself and her wealth, the play-

thing of Fate, the slave of adverse circumstances ; and it seemed

to him, and perhaps to the wife also, that a blight had fallen

upon their offspring, the withering blight of a home where love

had never entered.

" You have no objection, then ? " asked Sibyl, after a pause.

They were in the hall, in the great stately house near Berkeley

Square, one of those few houses in West End London, where

rank may live within high garden walls, hidden from the out-

side world. The garden was gloomy, after the manner of

London gardens, despite all that horticulture could do in the

way of carpet beds and showy creepers. The house was grandly

ugly without and splendidly luxurious within. The wife's

wealth had been spent lavishly upon that long-neglected pile,

and could the last Earl of Penrith have revisited his town

mansion, his astonished ghost would hardly have recognised

the rooms which, in his own day, had been conspicuous for the

shabbiness of their curtains and carpets, and the ugliness of

their furniture, of the later Georgian period. Under her present

ladyship's regime the house had been furnished and decorated

throughout after the fashion of Louis Seize ; and it might have

been the mansion entre cour et jardin of a Legitimist nobleman

in the Faubourg St. Germain. Space and light, grace of line,

and delicacy of colouring distinguished those large and lofty

reception-rooms, that airy hall, with its double sweep of shallow

marble stairs, its groups of palms, and gracious marble forms

of Fawn and Nymph, Cupid and Psyche.

Penrith paced up and down the hall with an inscrutable

countenance. He was a man in whom speech seemed in some
wite an effort.
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" You won't mind my having your niece as a kind of com-

panion, will you, Penrith ? " urged his wife.

"Mind? No, of course not. It is very good of you to

suggest the thing. All I fear is that the girl may prove a bore

to you."

And so the matter was settled, and Coralie Urquhart was
transferred with her meagre belongings from the shabby second-

floor in Jermyn Street to Penrith House, where there was room
and verge enough to allow this young lady her own sitting-

room, as well as a spacious bed and dressing-room. She

declared that she felt lika a princess amidst her new surround-

ings, and so mum the more so after Madame Lolotte, hor

ladyship's dressmaker, had taken her measure for a complete

set of frocks and outdoor garments to suit all the requirements

of her new life.

Sibyl was far too delicate to suggest any overhauling of the

girl's existing wardrobe, but a few judicious questions elicited

the fact that Miss Urquhart possessed exactly five frocks, three

tailor-made and threadbare, while the remaining two were

evening gowns, a year and a half old, and too small to be worn
without torture.

"The Pater's tailor gave me a start with those nice little

tweed frocks, when I came from Paris, but he has turned dis-

agreeable since then, and won't giv«? any more tick."

Coralie was mildly reproved for that last word, and Madame
Lolotte was sent for and told that she must produce a season's

dresses for Miss Urquhart before the end of the week. She
shrugged her shoulders and elevated her eyebrows, and then

exhibited all her neat little teeth in a caressing smile.

" Pour Miladi on fait I'impossible," she said. " Mais, mon
Dieu, quatre jours pourfairefaire un trousseau !

"

In the result the impossible was done, so far as the production

of two delicious little walking-gowns and three party-frocks, of

a most exquisite simplicity, yet with a certain boldness of style

and colouring which set off Miss Urquhart's plainness.

" Elle est franchement laide, la pHite" the dressmaker told

Lady Penrith's maid at a later interview. " But it is an original

style of ugliness, and I like it better than your milky-skinned

English, with their faces in papier-mache."
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Henceforward, Coralie's life was a bed of roses—or would
have been had she been without conscience and without heart.

Unluckily for her, she had not yet attained that hardness which
rises superior to all moral feelings, all vain compunctions ; but

she was her father's daughter, and she was in a fair way of

becoming like him.

He had a serious conversation with her the night before she

left him to become a member of his brother's family.

" Cora," he said, thoughtfully, lying back in the one comfort-

able armchair which his landlady provided for her victims, and
smoking his favourite briarwood, " you and I are not likely to

see much of each other while you are under Lady Penrith's

protection."

" Why not ? " she asked, wonderingly.

"Because her ladyship hates me like poison. Never mind
why she hates me. It is an old story, and a long one. I don't

reciprocate the feeling, and I am profoundly interested in the

lady aud all that concerns her. By the way, you keep a diary,

of course ? Most girls do."

" Do they ? Then they must have more to write about than

I have had since I left Madame Michon's. What should I put

down ? ' Tuesday : Poured out father's coffee. Went for a

walk in the Green Park with the landlady's daughter. Began
another novel, rather stupider than the last. Why does Mudie
send one the books one doesn't ask for, instead of the book one

has been wanting for the last three weeks ? Went to bed at

half-past eleven. Father had not come home.' Do you think

that sort of record would be worth keeping ?
"

" Happy the woman who has no history," answered her father

sententiously. " Well, you will keep a diary in future, if you
please, Cora; and you will keep it in such a manner as will

admit of your allowing me to read it. You will have plenty to

record at Penrith House and Killander Castle. You will have

her ladyship—a most interesting study, a poem and a history

incarnate. I want you to observe her closely, and to write

down everything that concerns her—her actions, sentiments,

opinions, the people with whom she associates, and the esteem

in which she holds them."
" Father," said Cora, looking at him with wide-open eyes and
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hardening lips, more earnestly than she had ever looked at him
in her life before, " you want me to be a spy !

"

"~So, my dear: I only want yon to be an observer. 3Iy

interest in Lady Penrith is founded on the purest motives. I
want to put an end to the feud between us, which is perilous

for her and unpleasant for me. I know her miserably mated to

my brother, who is—well, about as bad as they make 'em/'

continued Urquhart, taking refuge in slang. " I have no doubt

I can be of use to her in the future—financially, in the pro-

tection of her fortune, and otherwise—and I can only serve her

by watchfulness, personal or vicarious. It is just possible that

this kindness to you means a change of feeling towards me—

a

holding out of the olive-branch. So much the better if it does

;

but in any case you must watch for me, since I can't watch for

myself You will find out her friends and her enemies, and on
which side the peril lies

"'

" Will you assure me that you are her friend, and that no
harm to her can come of anything I may tell you ?

"

"I do assure you that I am her friend. I will go further,

and tell you that ten years ago I was her adoring lover. She
refused me—her heart was buried in another man's grave—and
a few months afterwards she married my elder brother. The
match was of old Sir Joseph Higginson's making, I have no
doubt. She a:cepted a coronet—with a wry face, perhaps, but
accepted it. all the same, as women do. The old romantic
feeling of mine died out of me long ago ; but Sibyl Penrith is

still a great deal nearer and dearer tome than any other woman,
and I should like to help her if ever she have need of help.

She is too rich not to be robbed; she is too handsome not to be
tempted. You will be with her in a confidential capacity; you
are keen enough to scent either danger, and to pass the warning
on to me. You can send me your diary weekly."

"I can't understand how you can be of any use to her."

"I don't ask you to understand," replied Mr. Urquhart, with
admirable nonchalance, puffing quietly at his briarwood.
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CHAPTER n.

cora's diary.

I hardly know how I should dispose of my evening hours at

Killander Castle, if father had not imposed this task of diary-

keeping upon me. My aunt leaves the drawing-room as the

clock strikes ten. I don't believe she goes to bed before mid-
night, but as she has never invited me to a " causerie " in her

room, and as she always wishes me a distinct good night in the

gallery where we light our candles, I feel that solitude is my
portion, and that I am left to my own resources till the next

morning.

I have always been a wretched sleeper; and one of my worst

miseries at Mme. Michons was to hear the church clock chime

the quarters all through the long dreary night, perhaps until

five o'clock in the morning, when I dropped into the slumber

of sheer exhaustion, and dreamt dreams that were darkened

with the consciousness that the dressing bell would ring at six,

and that I must be dressed and in the class-room at the quarter

to seven. Oh, weary servitude! oh, joyless days and restless

nights ! AVhen I find the wheels of life dragging somewhat
heavily at Killander Castle, let me remember the dreary round

of school work, the scanty fare of the school table, the burden of

too frequent church services, and the ever-present consciousness

that I was the worst-dressed girl in the school, and that my
bills were always in arrear. I must, however, admit that

Mme. Michon treated me fairly and kindly, after her lights, con-

sidering that she stood in danger of losing by me. It was Mme.
Michon's pupils, on whom my poverty inflicted no inconvenience,

who made me feel the agony of being poor. If I had not been

the niece of an Earl, I think they would have trampled upon
me. My blue blood went for something, and I took an aggres-

sive attitude against every girl who represented the wealth

made in commerce. Well, that is "an auld sang," thank
Heaven, and Lady Penrith ; and I am here in this Cumbrian
Castle, lapped in luxury, with fine raiment in my wardrobe,

and plenty of pocket-money; and if the life is rather dull now
and then, I am not the less grateful to Providence and my
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uncle's wife. As for my uncle himself, of whose race I am,

and on whom alone I have any claim, he throws me a word now

and then as he might throw a biscuit to one of his spaniels, and

cares less, I fancy, what may become of me than what may

become of the dog. He is a curious man—handsome, in a

certain faded style, like a portrait by an old master that has

been spoilt in the cleaning. He is straight as a dart, tall, well

set up. He is said to have the grand manner, which I take ta

be a manner of caring for nobody in the world but one's self.

At ten o'clock my aunt bids me good night in the long gallery

leading to her rooms, and I cross the head of the great staircase,

and retire to my own den, to yawn over a novel or to write my
diary, till midnight.

Inclination would take me to the smoke-room, where I believe

I should be not altogether unwelcome; for the men must have

exhausted their stock of improper anecdotes by ten o'clock, and

must have begun to grow tired of their own society. They

have told me severally, and on different occasions, that I am
good fun. How much I should prefer being " good fun " down-

stairs in that comfortable billiard-room, to moping up here over

a dull novel, or my still duller diary

!

The proprieties forbid me masculine society after ten o'clock

;

so to thee, Diary, I turn, and try to interest myself in a study

of character. Lady Penrith's character in particular.

There is a certain fascination, I find, even in the dullest diary,

when it is about one's self—one's own feelings, likes and dis-

likes, odd fancies, rebellions promptings against Fate and Mrs.

Grundy ; but it is not so interesting when one writes about

other people. My father honoured me by expressing a desire

to read my jottings about her ladyship ; I have therefore com-

menced a system of diary-keeping by double entry. What I

mean him to read I write in one volume ; my own little reveries

I keep to myself in another volume. I suppose he really was

in love with Lady Penrith, years ago, when I was a child,

moping my little life away in the depths of Yorkshire, with my
middle-class maiden aunts. Yes, I suppose he was really and

honestly in love with her, and not attached to h<.r only on
account of her wealth ; and yet I can hardly imagine my father

a romantic lover, caring for anything above and beyond his own
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interest. There is a hardness about him, just ay there is about

his lordship, and which I should call the Urquhart hardness,

for I can see the same character indicated in many of the family

portraits on these walls—a cold, calm concentration of purpose

which I take to mean absolute selfishness. Yet it may be that

oven a man of that hard nature might be moved to forget him-

self by such a woman as Sibyl Penrith in the flush of her girlish

beauty. She is absolutely beautiful now at nine and twenty.

She took me to three very big parties before we left London,

and she was the handsomest woman amidst a crowd where I

felt that to be plain was to be conspicuous. Yes, any man might

have loved and suffered for such a woman ; only I think Sir

Joseph Higginson's coal-pits would have more attraction for

my father than the loveliest face that ever shone upon mankind.

In any case I can understand what a bitter blow it must have

been to him when she married his elder brother.

I wonder who the man was who died—the man she loved

—

the man in whose grave her heart is buried ? Who was he, and
where is that grave where her heart lies dead and cold? Yes,

I believe her heart is with the dead. She goes through life like

an animated statue, coldly beautiful, benevolent, charitable,

religious
;
polite and amiable to a most unsympathetic husband

;

fulfilling all the duties of that station to which it has pleased

God to call her, and, if I read her right, caring for nothing in

the world except her books and piano.

So much for my private opinions and speculations in volume
two; and now for my observations upon life in general and
Lady Penrith in particular in volume one, which, if my father

insist, I shall allow him to peruse.

CHAPTEE III.

cora's diary : FOR paternal perusal.

We have been at Killander Castle for more than two months,

and there has not boon an event worth recording, or, indeed,

any circumstance that can be honoured with the name of an

event, till this afternoon. The life here since the beginning of

c
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August has been as luxuriously monotonous as life on Tenny-

son's Lotos Island, only we have not enjoyed such a climate as

tempted Ulysses and his companions to a perpetual repose. The

weather has been—distinctly British.

His lordship spent the latter half of August and a great part

of September in Scotland—shooting. He arrived here towards

the end of last month, bringing a few friends with him, for

more shooting. My aunt declined Scotland for this autumn.

She wanted nothing but rest, after a busy season. Killander

is her most established home. Here she has her largest collec-

tion of books and music, her favourite Broadwood, her finest

garden and hothouses; here, in short, she has all the things in

which a great lady with an empty heart can take delight. Here,

too, she is within a drive or even a long walk of the house in

which she was born, and the village where she knows every

cottage and most of the inhabitants, from the bent old grand-

father to the year-old baby. I have done a good deal of cottage-

visiting with her since we came here ; and I must confess that

I find cottagers, with their everlasting woes and incurable ail-

ments, utterly insupportable, and I am puzzled to understand

the order of intellect which can take pleasure in personal

contact with them.

To relieve their wants is a duty and an inclination which I

can understand in a person as rich as Lady Penrith, who can

never feel any the poorer for her beneficence ; but surely there

are clergymen's wives, and sisterhoods, and people that one

could employ for all this dismal, uninteresting work, instead of

bothering about every detail of every old woman's miserable

existence, as my aunt does. However, all this twaddle seems

to interest her, and I have to sit or stand by while she listens

to long rigmaroles about rheumatics, or sick children, or drink-

ing husbands, or sons out of work, or daughters that have gone
wrong. It is one treadmill-round of human misery, to be miti-

gated by doles of such miserable amount—taken in relation to

her ladyship's wealth—that they really might just as well be
distributed by a bailiff, or homely drudge of a curate's wife.

Why Lady Penrith should amuse herself by sympathising or
pretending to sympathise, for it can't be real—with all those
squalid miseries I can no more understand than I can fathom
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the minds of those women who get up at half-past six every

morning to attend matins, when they might enjoy the best hour

of the day, the hour between waking and getting up, with a

cup of strong tea and a volume of Guy de Maupassant's stories.

I have never allowed my ennui or my sentiments to escape

during the frequent martyrdom of this cottage-visiting. Far
from it. I shake the dirtiest paws, sip the vilest tea, and win

all hearts with my jolly-good-fellow manner, which has given

the cottagers the idea that however sternly Conservative " The
Castle " may be, Miss Urquhart is at heart a Eadical.

Sometimes I have been tempted into wondering whether all

this active benevolence, this sympathy with the sick and sorrow-

ing poor, may not be a self-imposed penance on the part of

Lady Penrith ; the expiation of her maturer years for some sin

of her girlhood. Yet, I cannot think that this passionless

nature ever deviated from the straight path. Her character

must have always been spotless ; superior to every temptation.

And, again, for a woman born rich there are so few temptations.

Satan must offer so choice a bait when he fishes for the rich

man's soul.

What other idiosyncrasies besides this regard for the poor

have I observed in my aunt's character ? First, her love of

music, which amounts to a passion ; secondly, her love of books,

which astonishes me, books not being at all in my way. I never

read a book when I can get a newspaper ; and I infinitely prefer

Truth and the World to any of the authors who are called

classics. Nor do I see that book-learning is of the slightest use

to any young woman who does not want to write school-books

or go out as a governess. The little I have seen of masculine

society has shown me that men detest " culture " in a woman.

The men who go in for learning themselves hate a rival in their

own field. Scholars don't want sympathy from women. They

want blind admiration. And the average man— a monster 01

ignorance about everything that is not in the newspapers

—

shrinks from a well-informed woman as from a drawing-room

pestilence. To please the sterner sex a woman should know

just enough of politics to be able to listen intelligently to the

old fogies and middle-aged bores, and enough about sport

and society scandals to be able to carry on a touch-and-go
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conversation with a young man of average intellect. She may

say a smart thing now and then, but she must never pretend

to be a wit. She must accept her position as man's inferior,

and honour and revere her sultan.

If my father favours me by reading the last remarks he will

perceive that I have taken his lessons in worldly wisdom to

heart, and that I am studying how to please a potential husband.

There is one here, Mr. Coverdale, Lord Workington's only son,

who would be well worth pleasing—but, alas, alas, penniless

and plain must shoot at lesser game.

To return to Lady Penrith. She is a reading woman, and

her morning room is lined with books, all of her own collection,

and entirely distinct from the orthodox library of standard

authors on the ground floor. I amused myself a few days ago,

while I was waiting to go out driving with her, by a careful

study of these books. I have been told to study the lady's

character, and some part of her character must reveal itself in

the books she chooses.

I found poetry strongly represented by poets old and new.

Byron, Shelley, Keats, Browning, and Tennyson are lavishly

spread along the shelves, in various editions, with a richness of

binding and variety of style that mark the lady's appreciation.

Milton and Shakespeare are equally honoured. The poets fill

a large section of the bookcases near the fireplace ; and on this

side of the room my aunt has her favourite armchair, tea-table,

and Japanese screen. If anything could make me fond of

reading, it would be such a room as this. The novelists are

here also,—Scott, Dickens, Thackeray, Lytton, George Eliot, and

here and there a volume by a lesser light. Then come biography,

history, criticism, metaphysics. My aunt seems to have taken

all learning for her province, as somebody says of himself. One
block Of books especially interested me—for they suggested a

warm interest in a subject which I should consider very remote

from Lady Penrith's line of thought. On the shelves below the

poets, and within reach of her hand as she sits in her low

hergere, I found a collection of books upon African travel and
African sport, from Livingstone downwards. I never saw so

many books upon one subject in any library I ever looked at.

I ask myself, with natural wonder, how and why a woman
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who is utterly indifferent to sport in England and Scotland

should be keenly interested in sport in Africa ; why a woman
who has travelled very little in Europe should be interested in

books of travel in that uncivilized quarter of the globe. The
only answer to the riddle which offers itself to my mind is

that the lady's interest in Africa is vicarious, and that the man
to whom she gave her heart in youth was in some manner
associated with the dark continent. I have found her poring

over Burton or Cameron, Stanley or Baker, in the lazy hour

between afternoon tea and the dressing bell. I once ventured

to ask her how she could find enjoyment in books which to me
appeared essentially dull and dry, and she looked up with her

sweet smile, and answered

—

" There is not a single page in these books without interest

for me, Cora."

" And would you like to travel in Africa ?
"

" Dearly."

" Why don't you, then ?
"

She gave a faint sigh before she answered.

" Hardly any woman could run the risks and endure the

hardships to which these men exposed themselves ; and if any

woman could, the world would not let her do it. My duties

are at home."
" Were I you, I would hold every duty subordinate to my

own whim," said I.
'' If I wanted to roam about African

deserts, and ride across African swamps, and see the Falls of

the Zambesi or the Mountains of the Moon, nothing should

prevent me. I would defy opinion, as Lady Hester Stanhoroe

did."

I like to tease her about her wealth and its omnipotence

sometimes. I think it is the sting of conscious poverty which

goads me to remind her what a power she possesses, and how
poor a use she makes of it.

How deeply sad her face was while she spoke of Africa ! Yes,

that is the charm. Her lover must have been a wanderer in

those wild pathways. The next time I found myself alone in

her morning room I made a further examination of her African

collection. I looked for any volumes by less familiar names,

thinking that among these I might find some book written by
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the man she loved. Very few men travel much in strange lands

without delivering themselves of a book. Sooner or later the

thirst for paper and print takes possession of them. They hunt

up their old journals and random records of sport, and eke out

their own scanty materials with plagiarism from Burton or

Stanley.

I found one volume—a thinnish octavo—which attracted me
for two reasons. Firstly, it was more delicately bound than any

of the other books. Secondly, it showed signs of having been

more read.

The title was unpretentious—" My African Apprenticeship."

The name of the author was Brandon Mountford ; the year of

publication 1874—just twelve years ago.

On the fly-leaf I found a brief inscription—" From B. M. to

S.H. May 6, 1876."

B. M., of course, stands for the author; S. H., for Sibyl

Higginson. It was not till the following year that Sir Joseph
Higginson s daughter became Lady Penrith. Dear little book,

to give me such precise information about yourself. " B. M. to

S. H." Only a lover would write thus. Any one upon cere-

monious terms would have written, " From the author."

I looked into the pages. The usual thing ! Descriptions of

scenery, descriptions of storms, sunsets, sunrises, aurora borealis,

wonderful effects of sky. Perils of being eaten by savages or

wild beasts. Perils of having nothing to eat. Lion-shooting,

fever, friendly natives. Nothing of personal history to tell me
what manner of man Brandon Mountford was. But that vellum-
bound book, with its delicately tooled edges and gold lettering,

and with leaves that opened so easily, with here and there a
rose-petal or a withered violet, told me one fact for certain.

Whatever "B. M." may have been—saint or sinner—Sibyl
Higginson loved him, and Sibyl Penrith cherishes his memory.

Oh, irony of Fate, that one woman should own over a million,

and sit in her lonely room brooding over a dead man's book,
while thousands of women in the world are striving and wres-
tling to get themselves decently married for the sake of food and
raiment, a shelter, and a fireside ! Had I a tenth part of Lady
Penrith's money, what a variety of pleasures, excitements, and
enjoyments I would wring out of this too brief existence of ours!
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I peeped into the billiard-room after lunch to-day, and saw
Mr. Coverdale knocking about the balls by himself in a low-

spirited way, so I lingered in the room for a few minutes,

looking for last week's Punch, and presently he invited me to

play a fifty with him. He is a poor player, and I am a poor

player, though I have done my possible to make up for the

deficiencies of my education by playing whenever anybody con-

descends to ask me, and by practising whenever I can get the

table to myself. The fifty took a longish time, for besides our

slow scoring, the honourable and reverend John was in an

expansive humour, and talked a good deal of his views, which

are ritualistic to a degree that verges upon Eomanism. I

humoured him to the utmost—indeed, in religious matters I

am ritualistic if I am anything—and we had a really interesting

conversation, in which I seemed to get more in sympathy with

this cold pattern of propriety than I have ever been before.

Indeed, as we put our cues into the rack he made me a little

reproachful speech which was to my mind a compliment.

"You are like St. Paul at least in one attribute, Miss

Urquhart," he said. " You can be all things to all men. No
one who heard you talking slang with the shooters yesterday

would anticipate your delightful conversation to-day."

Now observe, author of my being, that your daughter's

delightful conversation had chiefly consisted in holding her

tongue. I had let him talk, and only said just so much as was

necessary to lead him on to descant at large upon the theme

he loves. Intelligent listening means sympathy, comprehension,

everything, to a talking man.

The clock struck three. My aunt generally drives out at

three o'clock, and as a rule I go with her. It is one of my
duties, or privileges, whichever I like to call it. I rushed up
to my room, put on jacket and hat, snatched a pair of gloves,

and flew downstairs to the hall and out to the great flight of

steps which approaches this stately castle.

The barouche was at the door, and my aunt was already

seated in it. At sight of my flying figure on the steps, the

footman descended from his perch, and opened the carriage

door. In another minute I was seated at her ladyship's

side.
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" I did not know you were coming with me, Cora," she said,

and I detected a shade of annoyance in her tone.

Offended at my nnpunctuality, no doubt, thought I
;
but it

struck me afterwards that upon this particular afternoon she

wanted to be alone.

I apologised for my late appearance, and she affected an

interest in my account of Mr. Coverdale's conversation : but I

could see that her mind was otherwhere, and that she spoke at

random.

We drove to Cargill, a village on the seaward side of the

great dreary moor which separates Killander Castle from all

the civilised world northward of its walls. Her ladyship

stopped the carriage at the first house in the village.

" I am going to some of the cottages, Cora," she said, " but I

shan't stay long in any of them. Would you like to sit in the

carriage till I have done ? There is the Nineteenth Century to

amuse you."

She pointed to a half-cut magazine on the empty seat. I

hate those learned periodicals which presuppose a corresponding

erudition on the part of the reader : and the notion that Lady
Penrith did not want my company gave a stimulus to my
curiosity. I jumped out of the carriage with alacrity.

"I had much rather see your cottagers than read the

Nineteenth Century," said I.

We went into several cottages, with the usual result. Ailments,

rheumatic and internal, sore legs, swollen faces, all the disagree-

ables of life—sons out of work, husbands given to drink—
the old, old story. My aunt was sympathetic, took note of all

necessities, and promised relief. In all this I could see nothing
out of the beaten track ; but I observed that in every cottage
she asked the same questions about a man she had seen upon
the moor on the previous afternoon, a man who looked like a
shepherd, very ragged and poor, and, as she thought, not alto-

gether right in his mind. No one was able to identify the
person she described, though many suggestions, more or less
wide of the mark, were offered. She exhibited wonderful per-
tinacity in this inquiry, and we went from hovel to hovel till I
was heartily sick of the subject. What did I care for a ragged
man who was or was not of weak intellect ?
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" I should like to help this poor creature," said my aunt

;

and she charged every one of whom she inquired to make it his

or her business to find the ragged personage, in order that he

might be clothed, and put in the way of being restored to his

right mind.
" Is there any asylum for lunatics in the neighbourhood from

which the man could have escaped ? " she asked of an elderly

woman, who had given more signs of intelligence than the

other aboriginals she had questioned.

" None nearer than Durrock, and that's a good forty mile

from here."

The search was evidently hopeless, and my aunt's benevolent

intentions were to bear no fruit. The afternoon was cold and
windy, with that parching east wind which is harmful alike to

complexion and temper. I felt that my nose was blue, and I

knew that I was in a very acrimonious state of mind.

The change from stuffy cottages to the bleak outer air was
too trying to have been patiently endured by a saint

; yet Lady
Penrith seemed alike unconscious of the nipping cold outside

and of the frowsy warmth within.

Not contented with this wearisome house to house inquiry,

she drove a long round on our way home in order to repeat her

questions at half a dozen isolated cottages ; and it was nearly

dark before the towering bulk of the Peuriths' stronghold

appeared across the grey distance. I never look at that

mediaeval castle without a faint pang of envy, which no amount
of recently acquired wealth, much as I adore money, could

inspire. That legacy of past ages stirs the small modicum of

romance in my nature. I envy Lady Penrith the possession of

that fine old fortress ; and I am proud to think I am one of the

race whose forbears held it in the days when every great noble-

man was a warrior chieftain
;
proud to think that I am descended

from ancestors who fought for king and country, when England

was young and bold and warlike, rather than from some plodding

lawyer who won his peerage in the dust and din of the law

courts, and by subserviency to the powers that be.

So you see, father, you who are of the world worldly, there is

a thin thread of romance still running through the warp and
weft of your daughter's character. All your lessons in the
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craft that rules mankind have not extinguished my reverence

for the past, and my helief in the value of ancient lineage—

a

value in one's own secret estimate of one's self, the feeling that,

come what may, one is better than the ruck of mankind, better

inherently, by a superiority which dates from the Crusades, and

which no achievement of newly made wealth can cancel

I contrived to suppress all demonstrations of vexation during

that long, cold drive, with its circuitous extensions, but I could

not quite restrain my curiosity.

" You must have some special reason for being interested in

this ragged man, I should think, aunt, by your earnestness in

searching for him," I said, when we had turned our backs upon

a wretched stone hovel, half hidden in a dip of the moor.
" You are right, Cora ; I have a reason," she answered quietly,

and in a tone that forbade further questioning.

I hugged myself in my sealskin jacket and muff—her gifts

—

and told myself that I must wait for time and chance to show

me the nature of her reason. It must be a very strong one

—

if I have any power to read her face.

All the resources of my intelligence are henceforth pledged to

the solution of this social mystery. I have very little to think

about, now that the all-absorbing question of ways and means
has been made easy for me ; and for want of interest in my own
insignificant existence I am naturally thrown upon speculations

about my aunt.

If John Coverdale would only condescend to fall in love with

me life would take different colours—would change from dull,

\iniform grey to the brilliant variety of the rainbow. Not that

I am in love with that handsome pattern of propriety,

mark you; but every girl wants a lover. The conquest of

man is woman's mission—the only mission worth a woman's
thought ; and not to be admired and loved is to be outside the

pale.

I am plain, let me not forget that—plain, but not repulsive.

I have good eyes and teeth, and you have told me that my face

lights up when I talk, that my complexion improves by candle-

light, and that I have a quality which you call " chien," and
which is not without its charm for the opposite sex, especially

the duller members of that sex, who are apt to be caught by
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smartness and gumption in a woman. This much of praise

have you given me, my father, in the course of our conversa-

tions across the morning coffee and rasher.

Am I smart, have I gumption, I wonder ? I recall the stories

I have heard of plain women and their conquests ; and it appears

to me that the unbeautiful have been very often winners in the

race. One hears of men who forsake lovely wives to go to per-

dition for plain and even elderly mistresses. One hears of men
who lino their bachelor rooms with pictures of beautiful women
—who go about declaring that only perfect loveliness can charm
them—and who unite themselves in lifelong union with sallow

complexions and snub noses.

I will remember all these anomalies when I am inclined to

despair of my own fortunes. And in the meantime I will devote

my leisure to the study of my aunt's character.

She has been very good to me, and I ought to love her dearly.

There are times when I tell myself that I do so love her; and
then, perhaps, a cold wave of doubt comes over me. She is so

handsome, so calm and self-possessed; she has been so favoured

by Fortune and Nature in all those respects where I have been

hardly used. Is it human in me to love her? More especially

when I much doubt if she has any affection for me? She is a

woman whose life is ruled by fixed principles and ideas. I

believe she endures me and protects me, just as she goes to

church on bleak, uncomfortable mornings, because the thing is

a duty and has to be done.

CHAPTER IV

A MARIAGE DK CONVENANOE.

Two and thirty years before that bleak October afternoon on

which Coralie Urquhart descanted in her journal, Sir Joseph

Iligginson, of Arlington Street and Ellerslio Park, startled his

friends and neighbours by an aristocratic alliance, and tho

bringing homo of a lovely girl-wifo to reign over his country

house near Ardliston. Sir Joseph was forty-nine years of age

at the time of his marriage, plain of face and clumsy of figure;
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but he was one of the wealthiest pit-owners in the North of

England, and, if his immediate surroundings were surprised at

this union, society in London regarded the marriage as the most

natural thing in life. Here was the Earl of Allandale, on the

one part, with a large family, the offspring of two poorly

dowered wives; and here was a millionaire of mature years,

against whose position nothing could be said except that he

had made it for himself; and against whose moral character no

slander had ever reached the ear of the gre^,t world. Decidedly,

pronounced society, Lord Allandale had done wisely in uniting

his youngest daughter—youngest of a family of eleven—to Sir

Joseph Higginson.

The young lady herself was never heard to complain. What-

ever dream she had cherished of a different union was a dream

that had found its own tearful ending before she saw the lord

of those Cumbrian pits. She was told that her acceptance of

Sir Joseph would be advantageous to her family, as well as

an assurance of high fortune to herself. He could help her

brothers, some of whom were public officials, while the more
enterprising of the band dabbled in trade and exhibited their

patrician name upon the prospectuses of newly launched com-

panies. She, as his wife, could be useful to her sisters, since

his spacious mansion in Arlington Street would offer a better

stage for matrimonial efforts than the somewhat shabby old

house in Mayfair, which the Mountfords maintained with a

struggle, and whose chief merit was to be found in certain,

unsavoury traditions of old-world scandals, duels, elopements,

family quarrels, forced marriages, which clung to the panelled

walls of those low-ceiled rooms in which Lord Allandale's

ancestors had lived, and loved, and hated, and suffered for more
than two centuries. Lord Allandale professed an affectionate

pride in the house because his family had held it so long ; but

he was fain to confess that it was inconvenient and insanitary,

and that it cost him a " plaguy lot of money " to keep the roof

from tumbling in and the windows from falling out.

"If I were to sell the old gazabo to a pork-butcher from

Chicago he would pull it down and build a little palace on the

site, or scoop out the inside and restore it in the style of the

seventeenth century," said his lordship; "but I shan't part
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with it while I have a shot in the locker, and we must pig in

it as best we can."

Pigging was not an elegant expression, but it seemed hardly-

inappropriate, for the upper floors were divided into bed-

chambers not much larger than a modern pigsty, and of

inconvenient shapes for the most part, in which the Ladies

Mountford and their honourable brothers were almost as

crowded as an Irish peasant's household amid the fertile fields

of Kerry. For compensation they had Basingstoke House, a

great barrack in Hampshire, on a windy hill westward of

Basingstoke, where there were five and thirty inconvenient

bedrooms.

Lady Lucy Mountford submitted to fate, in the person of Sir

Joseph Higginson, and became at once mistress of the house in

Arlington Street, palatial, splendid, rich in all things that make
the outward graco and glory of life, and of EUerslie Park, in

Cumberland, a colossal Tudor mansion, designed by an architect

of the highest fashion, who would not suffer the smallest

alteration of his plans. It had been discovered, or at any rate

alleged, later that the fashionable architect was a fraud, that

his Tudor houses were none of them genuinely Tudor, but only

Tudoresque, and that he had stolen his flashiest ideas from the

sober Flemings of Antwerp and Ghent. Notwithstanding which
condemnation from the ever-advancing critic, who is always

getting beyond the perfection of yesterday, EUerslie was a

remarkable house in a very fine situation, with turrets and broad

embayed windows that looked wide over land and sea.

Sir Joseph owned most of the land to be seen from those

windows, and he owned a whole district of collieries and colliers'

cottages, which were happily unseen by the inmates of EUerslie,

and which lay in the furthermost dip of the long, low hill. He
was the wealthiest man and the largest landowner in that

part of the county, and he was not without his enemies—no
prosperous man ever escapes the hatred of the unsuccessful.

" It is the bright day that brings forth the adder." Sir Joseph

was as popular as most county magistrates and employers of

labour; but it was said of him that he was a hard man, and
that he never accepted less than twelve pence for his shilling.

He had begun life as a toiler in those pits of which he was now
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owner. It was said of him that everything he touched turned

to gold ; that he had Satan's luck as well as his own ; but this

is an assertion commonly made about every man who from

small beginnings attains to gigantic wealth. The world sees

only the speculator's success, but does not see, or at least readily

forgets, the failures and disappointments that made the game
of speculation difficult. It keeps no count of the hours of heart-

sinking when the fortune already won trembled in the balance,

and when it was only by hazarding all that the game could be

saved. Joseph Higginson was talked of as a modern Midas;

and very few people knew or remembered what arduous stages

there had been on that long uphill road to the pinnacle of

success. He know and remembered that he had been more
than once on the verge of bankruptcy, and that he had more

than once risked the game of life upon a single throw. He had

shown himself a man of infinite resources, keen observation,

and he was said to have had the gift of prophecy in a degree

granted to but few financiers.

He had reached the ago of forty-nine, ostensibly a bachelor,

and had gratified his nephews and nieces, most of whom he had
helped to rise considerably from their original status, by the

assertion, often repeated, that he never would marry, when a
chance meeting in the board-room of an insurance company,
where he was chairman, brought about an acquaintance with

Lord Allandale, who was one of the directors. Your impecunious
nobleman is apt to incline towards the low-born millionaire,

and Allandale flattered Sir Joseph by telling him how much he
had heard about his work in the North, and how interested he
was in seeing the man who had done such good work. An
invitation to a little dinner at his lordship's house in Hertford

Street followed a few days later. It was a man's dinner, and
Sir Joseph hardly hoped to see the ladies of the family ; but
four out of the party of six left soon after ten o'clock—three to

go to the House, where there was an important division coming
on, and the fourth to look in at three or four smart dances

—

whereupon Lord Allandale proposed an adjournment to the
drawing-room.

" I don't know whether you know my wife," he said. " She
goes out a good deal more than I do ?

"
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" I have met lior ladyship at parties, but I have never had

the honour of an introduction," answered Sir Joseph, meekly.
" Come up and be introduced now," said the Earl, cheerily.

Sir Joseph laid down his half-smoked cigar in the old Derby

dessert-plate. He had observed that in noble families, however

impecunious, one always found old china and Queen Anne
silver, to excite the envy of the newly rich. He laid down his

cigar, and pulled himself together, smoothing down the wrinkles

in his white waistcoat.

He was a stout man, short-necked, broad-shouldered, and

always wore a white waistcoat, whether the thing were in or

out of fashion, excellent or intolerable. He followed his host

up the narrow Mayfair staircase, which was decorated with

those shabby family pictures and engravings of country houses

which indicate widespread connexions and a long history.

How different, he thought, to his staircase in Arlington Street,

where all was newly splendid, created at a blow, by one sweep

of the upholsterer's hand ! Here, portraits, miniatures, battle-

pieces in which Mountfords had figured, views of country seats,

were stuck about anyhow upon casual nails.

The drawing-room, low and roomy, occupying the whole of

the first floor, seemed full of women ; and yet there was no one

but Lady Allandale and her daughters, a flock of young women
in gauzy white gowns, with a general impression of white nzalias

and ostrich feathers, standing about before the looking-glasses,

pluming themselves ready for conquest, while they waited for

the big family carriage that was to take them to a ball. Tliey

reminded Sir Joseph of a group of beautiful swans, pruning their

plumage on the bosom of a summer lake. He was lost in admira-

tion of the general effect, rather than of individual beauty ; he

could scarcely command his attention while he was being intro-

dxiced to a large lady in peach-coloured brocade and diamonds,

who was putting on a glove which seemed deoidedly too small

for the fat and jewelled hand it was required to cover. The
hand came out of the glove, and offered itself in the friendliest

way to Sir Joseph.

" I think Sir Joseph and I knew each other very well before

to-night, though we had not been introduced," said Lady Allan-

dale. " You were sitting next me at luncheon the day they
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launched the Harmonia, I remember. And we were near neigh-

bours at Lady Downton'-i big dinner-party the other day."

Sir Joseph assented smilingly. He adored a peeress, wherever

he met one.

" I had the honour of taking in Lady Hetherington."

"What, Amanda, my step-daughter? She is always charm-

ing. Let me introduce you to my daughters, Sir Joseph. Lady
Selina, Lady Laura, Lady Jane, Lady Rosina."

The four white swans smilingly accepted the introduction,

with gracious bendings of slender throats. Lady Selina was
the eldest of the brood, a very mature swan. The room was too

dimly lighted to allow Sir Joseph to note the difference in their

ages. The Mountfords were a race renowned for good looks,

and to the millionaire's eye the four sisters appeared equally

beautiful. And then he suddenly perceived a girl sitting at the

piano, in a pale blue cashmere frock—pale blue was a favourite

colour thirty years ago—a girl with her hair swept back from

her fair sweet face in a careless bunch of long loose curls, tied

with a blue ribbon ; a girl in whose young face and candid

eyes, looking up at him across the piano, he saw a loveliness

infinitely beyond the grandiose beauty of the four swans.

"That is my youngest daughter, Sir Joseph," said Lady
Allandale, following his eyes. " She has not yet left the school-

room."

Lady Lucy rose shyly, embarrassed by the gaze of Sir Joseph's

great brown eyes, eyes that reminded her of a friendly ox in

Basingstoke Park. She and Sir Joseph stood looking at each
other for a few moments, equally embarrassed, almost as if some
instinct of mind or heart foreshadowed the union of their lives.

She gave him her hand, tremulously, under the spell of his

earnest gaze, or the presage of her fate. The youngest of many
daughters is doomed to flower late, and Lady Lucy, despite her
cashmere frock and schoolroom status, was nineteen ; and had
her own little history, not altogether of the schoolroom ; a
history which gave a touch of pathos to tbe lily-face.

" A lovely young creature, but I'm afraid she's rather sickly,"

was Sir Joseph's unspoken commentary.

He was only allowed ten minutes in tins elysium of fashion-
able houris. Her ladyship's carriage was announced, and the
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white daughters crowded down the staircase, followed by the

ampler mother, on whose footsteps Sir Joseph and Lord Allan-

dale attended.

Sir Joseph paused on the landing, while her ladyship's bulky

form was slowly descending, and addressed himself in parting

speech to the damsel from the schoolroom

—

" I'm afraid you must feel very envious of your sisters at

such a moment as this, Lady Lucy," he said.

" I don't see why all girls should be supposed to be fond

of dancing," she answered rather pettishly. " I don't care

about it."

" And you are not longing for next season, when you will be

presented, I suppose ?
"

"No."
" Lucy has seen too much of it all, from the outside," said

Lord Allandale, patting the graceful shoulder in the blue frock.

" She is disillusioned before her time. Come, Sir Joseph, if you
really mean to vote with your party to-night, you'd better be

off. Your carriage has been at the door for the last half-hour."

This was the beginning of Sir Joseph's acquaintance with

Lady Lucy Mountford. They were married early in the ensuing

season, at the church in Piccadilly, while daffodils were still

blooming in the Basingstoke meadows. It was a very grand

wedding, and all London talked of the marriage ; some people

descanting on the cruelty and wickedness of so ill-assorted a

union; others expatiating upon the wonderful match Lord

Allandale had secured for his portionless youngest; and a

third section declaring that he ought to have done better

for her.

" A girl of such remarkable beauty ought to have looked

higher than a man who began life in a coal-pit," said one ot

Lady Allandale's dearest friends.

" But if the man has got out of the pit and made a big fortune

in coals, I don't think a woman with five daughters need com-
plain of her luck," said another.

" A woman with five daughters ought to consider herself

lucky when she gets off one of the five," remarked a third

matron, with some asperity, being herself the mother of an
only daughter and reputed beauty, who had been hawked all

D
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through England and over half the Continent of Europe with-

out satisfactory result

The Allandales were content with their bargain, and so was

Sir Joseph. He had taken pains to make himself agreeable to

the young lady in every manner that came within the limits of

his capacity. He had consulted her tastes and feelings, deferred

to her wishes, and had let her understand that the life she was

to lead with him would be a life of perfect independence and
wide liberty. She was to be, not his slave, but his queen. She

laughed at first at the idea of Sir Joseph as her adorer, and in

her girlish talk with her sisters treated the whole affair as a

joke ; but his earnestness and honesty were not without their

influence upon her mind, and after a long and serious conversa-

tion with her mother, in which Lady Allandale lifted the decent

veil which had been spread over the financial position of the

family, and showed her youngest daughter the bleak and barren

prospect which lay before her and her sisters, unless some of

them married well and were able to help the others, Lady Lucy
gave a resigned sigh, and promised that she would try to like

Sir Joseph well enough to marry him.

Lucy adored her mother, and was fond of her sisters, though

they were of the world worldly. She had dreamed her dream,

and had done with all such dreams for ever, she told herself.

Sir Joseph's rugged honesty of purpose had won her esteem

;

and if it were indeed her destiny to marry for the welfare of

her family, and to lessen the burden upon her father's dwindling

income, it would be well for her that she should marry an
honest man, whom she could at least respect ; love being for

evermore impossible. She had seen the young men of her
mother's circle, seen them from her privileged position as a
young person still in the schoolroom, who was free to sit in the
background, and look on as at a play ; and she had been im-
pressed by their shallowness and self-assurance. She preferred

the conversation of Sir Joseph, who sometimes misplaced an
aspirate, but who always talked sensibly, and never pretended
to more knowledge than he possessed, to the vacuous slang of
youth that had graduated on suburban racecourses, learnt

dancing at after midnight clubs, and received its final polish
in London music halls.
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When Sir Joseph, after wooing her in his own fashion with

supreme delicacy, asked her in simplest language to be his wife,

she answered with a gentle candour which completed his sub-

jugation. She told him that she had given her whole heart

away a year ago in a happy summertide at Basingstoke Housa
—given it unasked, and almost unaware of her own feelings,

till she awoke to the bitterness and despair of having loved a

man who never wooed her, and who was not free to be her lover.

She told her little story of a girl's romance falteringly, and
towards the end with tears, which she struggled heroically to

suppress.

" I am afraid he guessed my wretched secret," she said, burn-

ing blushes suffusing cheek and brow, as she sat by Sir Joseph's

side with lowered eyelids, one cold and trembling hand clasped

in those broad, sinewy hands of his, which had never lost the

markings of early toil. " I am afraid he read my heart only

too well. We are distant cousins, Sir Joseph, and he was almost

as familiar as a brother would have been. One day he said very

seriously that he bad a secret to tell me. I had seen for ever

so long that he was unhappy, that the shadow of some hidden

grief would creep over him in the midst of our gaiety, when
everything in life seemed made for happiness. I was hardly

surprised when he told me that he was a miserable man. Early

in life, before he left the university, he had married foolishly.

That one word was all he ever said to me about his marriage.

He had never owned that marriage to his people ; but he had
done his duty, or, at least, he hoped he had done his duty to

his wife. A son was born, and soon after his birth the poor

mother went out of her mind, and then her husband found
that there had been madness in her family. He had done what
was right, he assured me. He had placed her in the best and

kindest care, and he had hoped for her recovery, although

the doctors gave him little ground for hope. Years had gone

by, and the case was now pronounced hopeless. Her mind

was gone, but her physical health promised long life. There

was no such thing as divorce in such a case as this. He was

her husband to the end of his life."

"Did ho tell you that he loved you?" asked Sir Joseph,

under his breath.
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" No, no, no," protested the girl eagerly. " Not by one word,

not by one look."

" Then he is a good man, and deserves a better fate. God
reward you, my dear, for haying opened your heart to me. I

am not afraid to try and guard that pure heart from every

temptation that can assail an old man's wife—if you only

like me well enough to trust yourself to my loving care,

Lucy "

" If I am to marry at all I would rather be your wife than

any one else's," she answered gravely; and thus ended Sir

Joseph's courtship.

From that hour till the last hour of her life Lady Lucy never

complained of her portion in this world. Sir Joseph kept his

promise in the spirit as well as to the letter. He was a devoted

husband, and his wife reigned as a queen in that northern

settlement where the name of Higginson was a charm to conjure

with. She had her model village, where even the men and boys

who worked in the pits were able to live with some degree of

comfort. She had her schools, and a church of her own crea-

tion, built and endowed at Sir Joseph's cost; her cottage

hospital; her almshouses for the aged and helpless. "Within

that small kingdom she was worshipped as a saint; and in

Arlington Street she was able to hold her own with her con-

temporaries and equals in the social maelstrom, while she had
the proud privilege of helping three of her sisters to marry
creditably and comfortably, and thereby to reflect honour upon
the house of Mountford. If, having married rank rather than
money, those ladies were inclined to look down upon their

worthy brother-in-law, Sir Joseph never allowed resentment to

harden his heart or tighten his purse-strings against them or

their belongings. He let the husbands fish in his salmon river

and shoot his pheasants, and he let the wives ride his horses,

and recuperate their exhausted energies in the comfort of his

country house. He never refused to become sponsor for any of

the numerous babies, nor ever withheld the expected goblet or

porringer of solid gold. In a word, he used his wealth in a

large-minded fashion, and succeeded in being talked of by his

four sisters-in-law throughout the length and breadth of society

as " a dear old thing."
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Sir Joseph had been married nearly three years when a son

and heir was born in the great grey Tudor house at Ellerslie,

a son whose advent brought joy unspeakable to the father's

great, honest heart ; but this flower in the garden of domestic

life was a pale and fragile blossom, and drooped and withered

before the end of a year. In the following year there came a

daughter, but the father, who had seen his hopes blasted, was

slow to let his love go out to this new-comer. He was afraid

of loving her too well, lest he should be called upon to suffer

the anguish of a second bereavement.

The girl-baby throve, however, and was the delight of her

mother's life, the all-absorbing occupation and amusement of

Lady Lucy's happiest years. Millais' picture of mother and
daughter hangs in the hall of Killander Castle, to which man-
sion it was transferred after Sir Joseph's death—the portrait of

a woman in the full flush of mature beauty, with a tall, willowy

girl, in a pinafore, leaning against her mother's shoulder, with

sunny tresses ruffled as after some childish sport, and solemn,

dreaming eyes—the eyes which, shining starlike in the baby

face, had won for her the name of Sibyl.

Sibyl was eleven when that picture was painted, and before

her twelfth birthday the picture was all that remained to Sir

Joseph of his loved and lovely wife. She died in the pride of

her strength and beauty, being thrown out of the light phaeton

which she had driven for years in perfect safety. A nervous

horse, a narrow road, a great coal-waggon in the way, and swift,

sudden death for the woman whom Sir Joseph Higginson had
worshipped with unwavering devotion from the hour she laid

her hand in his and accepted him as her husband. If she had

not given him the love that youth gives to youth, she had at

least been true and steadfast through all their years of wedded
life. She had shown no sign of weariness or disgust, she had

never depreciate; 1 her husband or hinted at her own superiority,

by right of early training and patrician birth. She had carried

with meekness, and yet with dignity, the power which great

wealth gives to the mistress of a household. Her husband's life

had been rounded into perfect harmony by this woman ; and in

losing her it seemed to Joseph Iligginson as if there were nothing

left for his grey hairs but to go down in sorrow to the grave.
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He was of too tough a fibre for grief to kill. He went on

living somehow, though the light was quenched in the lamp,

and the music was dead in the lute. He tried to comfort

himself with the love of his daughter, his only child and

heiress, Sibyl, who grew in beauty as the years ripened and

waned. She was very tender and devoted to him, but she could

not fill the empty place in his heart. One only had he loved

with the whole strength of his rugged nature, and she was gone.

He took to money-making as the one pursuit that brought dis-

traction, occupation, fatigue of brain, and soothing sleep as the

sequence of labour. He had long ago made his fortune, and
ruled off the total of a life's industry, eminently satisfied with

the result ; but now he entered himself afresh in the race for

gold, and, stung by the grief that gnawed his heartstrings, he

who had been hitherto cautious in all his investments specu-

lated wildly, and by a curious irony of fate was successful in

every enterprise. During those years of his widowhood his

name was a power on the Stock Exchange, and men flung their

money eagerly into any scheme in which he was interested.

He was said to have trebled his fortune in that headlong race.

To him the business of money-getting had superseded every

other interest, personal or general. The Stock Exchange was
his card-table, and he played the game of speculation with all

the passionate concentration of the habitual gambler—the man
who is a gambler, and nothing else.

During this period of financial activity Sir Joseph lived for

two-thirds of each year in Arlington Street, preferring to be

near the scene of action, within a half-hour drive of the actual

money market ; but his mines were still something to him, and

he spent the last of the summer months and the whole of the

autumn at Ellerslie Park, where Sibyl lived with her two gover-

nesses, Miss Minchin, a homely English person who had been

with her pupil from the nursery days of reading lessons in

words of one syllable, and Fraulein Stahlherz, an accomplished

Hanoverian, who was familiar with almost every phrase of

Wagner's orchestration, played all Beethoven's sonatas that are

playable on the pianoforte, knew Goethe and Schiller by heart,

and was mistress of French and Italian, to say nothing of

English, which she spoke more correctly than any one else at
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Ellerslie. Under this lady's conscientious tuition, and with

the faithful Minchin to minister to her comforts, look after her

health, see that she never sat in damp boots or suffered from
chilblains, that the dentist was consulted at regular intervals,

and that tonics were exhibited at the least indication of languor,

Sibyl had grown to eighteen years of age before it occurred to

her father that she was a young woman, and that she had a

right to take her place in the world as his daughter. She would
have to be presented at Court, and introduced to society, that

society upon which Sir Joseph had persistently turned his back

ever since his wife's death.

The idea of this necessity worried and embarrassed him.

His wife's mother, Lady Allandale, was dead, and her son's

wife, Lady Braemar, was a person whose house was eminently

fashionable, but by no means the most fitting house for girlish

innocence. Sir Joseph felt that the time was at hand when
he must provide a chaperon for his daughter. There was one

ready to his hand in the person of her spinster aunt, Lady
Selina Mountford, a lady of small means, very well received in

the very best circle, and familiar with all the works and ways
of the great world.

He felt the difficulty of the position all the more because

there was somebody else to be thought of at Ellerslie : a young

woman who, without Sir Joseph having ever intended as much,
had become in somewise an adopted elder sister of Sibyl's, who
had shared all the privileges of Fraulein Stahlherz's erudition,

and some slender portion of Miss Minchin's assiduity, and who,

albeit seven years older than Sibyl, was still young enough
to feel the contrast between the social importance of the great

heiress and her own insignificance.

A year after Lady Lucy's death the two governesses and their

pupil were startled one dull wintry afternoon by the appearance

of a mouldy leathern vehicle, drawn by a knock-kneed bay horse,

and popularly known in the district as the station fly. On the

box of the station fly, and almost obscuring the driver, was a

large grey trunk, metal bound, and of foreign aspect.

Governesses and pupil stared at this phenomenon from the

bay window of the spacious schoolroom, and as they stared the
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elderly coachman descended painfully from his box and opened

the door of the vehicle, whereupon there came out of the

leathern darkness a young fresh face, with rose-red cheeks and

sloe-black eyes, and a bush of black hair brushed upward from

a broad, square forehead.

This bright and vivid countenance was set upon the well-

shaped figure of a young woman who might be any age between

eighteen and twenty-five. She was tall, broad-chested, with

finely rounded arms that showed under her close-fitting black

stuff gown. She was clad wholly in black, a dense black which

looked like deep mourning, although she wore no crape. Her
dress was plain to Puritanism.

" She must be a new housemaid," said Miss Minchin ;
" but

Ball ought to know better than to bring her to the hall door."

Ball had dragged the stranger's trunk up the steps into the

porch by this time, while the footman looked on. The new-

comer disappeared within the great stone porch ; Ball, the

flyman, clambered on to the box ; the fly drove off, and Sibyl

and her governesses went back to their various occupations

—

Fraulein to the perusal of the last number of the Rundschau,

Miss Minchin to an elaborate task of needlework on her own
account, being the reconstruction of her last summer's Sunday
silk gown, and Sibyl to her practice of one of Chopin's mazurkas.

No more was seen of the dark-eyed young woman for a week,

when Sibyl met her one afternoon in a passage near the house-

keeper's room. They looked at each other with mutual interest,

open on the part of Sibyl, furtive on the part of the stranger.

Could she be a servant ? Sibyl wondered. Assuredly not a
housemaid, for the housemaids at Ellerslie Park all wore a

livery of lavender cotton in the morning, and were white-capped

and aproned all day. This young woman was capless and
apronless. The bloom on her cheeks had faded somewhat since

the day she alighted from the station fly. Her dark eyes had a

troubled look.

Sibyl was on her way to the housekeeper's room, to ask for

something for a sick child in one of those cottages which had
been her mother's kingdom, and over which she now reigned, a

youthful queen.
" Will you send little Jane Barber soup once a day, and jelly
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and custard padding on alternate days, Mrs. Morison?" she

asked of the comfortable-looking housekeeper, whose ordinarily

placid countenance was furrowed by her strenuous study of the

butcher's book.
" Yes, ma'am, soup and jelly shall be sent. Poor little mite,

I'm afraid she's not long for this world. Is there anything else

I can do, Miss Sibyl?"

Mrs. Morison's address fluctuated between the formal "ma'am"
and the affectionate "Miss Sibyl." She had kept SirJoseph's house

when the heiress was born, and worshipped her accordingly.

"Yes, Mrs. Morison, there is something I very much want

you to do for me," replied Sibyl, quickly. " Tell me all about

that pretty young woman in black who came here in a fly just

a week ago."

Mrs. Morison's brow grew even more troubled than it had
been over the butcher's book.

" Indeed, Miss Sibyl, I can't tell you much, not if I was to

tell you all I know. The young person dropped from the

clouds, as one may say. I hadn't had one word of notice of her

coming, from Sir Joseph or anybody else; and if she hadn't

brought me a letter from him I might have taken her for an

impostor, and turned her out-of-doors."

"A letter from father? Do let me see it. Is he coming

soon ? I am so longing for him."

"He doesn't say a word about coming home, ma'am. The
letter is all about the young woman." l

" Let me see, let me see," Sibyl cried eagerly, holding out her

hand for the letter.

Mrs. Morison had to unlock a desk, and to select the said

letter from among various other documents, a slow business,,

and seeming slower to Sibyl's impatience. At last, however,

the letter was produced, taken out of the envelope, carefully

unfolded, and re-perused by Mrs. Morison before she handed it

to her master's daughter.

Sibyl read as follows :

—

" The Carlton, Thursday evening.

"Mr good Morison,

"Marie Arnold, the bearer of this letter, has been

lately left an orphan, and I have taken upon myself to provide



42 T/wu art tJie Man.

her with a homa ^ She is of humble birth, and has no grand

expectations. It is my wish, therefore, that while giving her a

comfortable home at Ellerslie, and taking her as much as

possible under your own wing, you should not allow her to

acquire any fine notions, or to fancy herself a young lady. You
will be kind enough to find her some light employment in the

household. If she is clever with her needle, as I am told she

is, you might allow her to be useful to Miss Higginson, and in

the schoolroom generally. I am told that she has been well

educated in a convent school, in the South of France, where she

was born. She is a Roman Catholic. I hope this fact will not

be used to her prejudice, and that she will be encouraged to

attend the services of her own church, so long as she herself

desires to remain a member of that church.

"Ton will please provide her wardrobe, and give her a

reasonable amount of pocket-money. She will, of course, have

a bedroom of her own, and not be placed on a footing with

servants.

" Tours sincerely,

"J.H."

"Not on a footing with the servants," repeated Mrs. Morison,

as Sibyl handed her the letter. "There's my difficulty, you
see, Miss. Find her light occupation—keep her ideas humble
—and yet not make a servant of her. It isn't easy."

" Tes, it is, you dear old Morison. Let her be in the school-

room, and have her bedroom near the schoolroom, and let her

come and sit with me in my own room very often, in my
recreation hours. I like her looks. And if she is French, she

will help me to improve in my French conversation. And she

can tell me all about the South; and she can go for long

rambles with me. Miss Minchin and the Fraulein are wretched
creatures to go out with. Neither of them knows the meaning
of the Word ramble. They can only walk. Tell Marie to come
to my room this afternoon at half-past two. I am free from
then till four, and she and I can have a good talk."

" Not allow her to acquire fine notions, or to fancy herself a
lady," repeated the housekeeper, reading a passage from Sir

Joseph's letter, with a puzzled brow. " I don't know how that
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will hold with letting her be your companion—to go out walking
with you—or to be with you in your own sitting-room. I don't

know if that will quite answer to Sir Joseph's instructions,

Miss Sibyl."

" But I do. Father means that Marie and I are to be friendly,

or he would never have suggested her being useful in the

schoolroom. The schoolroom means me. She shall be useful.

She shall help me to support the burden of two governesses.

That will be a work of real utility," cried Sibyl, with a happy
laugh.

Mrs. Morison had heard that joyous laughter very seldom

since Lady Lucy's death, and her heart warmed at the sound.

The girl had been the sunshine of the house before that bitter

parting between devoted mother and adoring child; but that

great grief had clouded the joyous nature, and for the greater

part of the year of mourning it may be said that Sibyl endured

life rather than that she lived.

The sound of her own laughter shocked her even to-day.

She looked down at her black frock with a stifled sob.

"Oh, how can I feel happy, even for an instant," she

murmured, in self-reproach, " when she is gone ?
"

" I'll send the young person to your room at half-past two

precisely," said Mrs. Morison, with a cheery air. " And I shall

be very grateful to her, my pretty one, if she helps you to forget

your loss," mused Mrs. Morison, when Sibyl had gone; and
then the worthy woman polished her spectacles, which had
suddenly grown dim.

CHAPTER V

FROM THE FAR-OFF LAXD.

Sibyl's own particular retreat was in a tower at the southern

angle of Ellerslie House, and it was one of the prettiest rooms

in a house where beauty and harmony of furniture and decoration

had been achieved regardless of cost, and with the aid of all

the new lights which high art has cast upon our domestic

surroundings. The room was octagonal, and the eight panels
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accommodated frescoes of the four seasons, alternated with four

allegorical figures representing Dawn, Noon, Evening, and

Night, these executed in a decidedly French manner, at which

sturdy English art might lift the nose and shrug the shoulder

of contempt, but which for decorative purposes was admirable.

Madras curtains of pale amber, chairs and sofa covered with

sea-green silk, piano, tables, book-shelves, and mantelpiece all

in white enamelled wood, gave delicate brightness to the room,

which was lighted by four tall casement windows overlooking

sea and moor, and the village of Ardliston straggling along the

edge of the cliff, with its snug little harbour sunk deep in the

hollow of the hills. Sibyl could see all the outer world for

which she cared from those four windows. She had spent an

occasional summer at Scarborough, and she had seen the glory

of the English lakes ; but the world she loved was this world of

far-reaching moorland and far-reaching ocean.

At half-past two on that summer afternoon Marie Arnold
stood in the golden light, while her wondering eyes slowly made
the circuit of the room, and then concentrated their gaze upon
the owner of these luxurious surroundings, who stood smiling

at her, a gracious figure, and pale sweet face, a tall slip of a

girl, slenderly formed, and with only the promise of beauty,

a figure and face which were both curiously contrastive with

the strongly built and well rounded form, brilliant black eyes,

and vivid colouring of the young woman from the sunny south.

Sibyl asked her if she could speak English.

She replied modestly, "Ver leet'l," but her father was an

Englishman, all the same, she informed Sibyl, and she hoped to

learn English very quickly.

" Oh, mais non, non, non, cried Sibyl, " learn very slowly
;

do not learn at all," she went on in her pretty girlish English-

French. " I am going to talk French with you always. 1 shall

get on so much faster with you than Fraulein, because you will

never correct me. You will not, will you, Marie ? You won't

take the faintest notice of my faults in grammar, and you will

only stop me when I am so bad that you can't tell what I mean.
Is that a bargain ?

"

" But, Mademoiselle speaks like an angel," protested Marie
with her pretty southern flattery.
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" Xo, no, I am wretched as to grammar. Fraulein stops me
every minute : first a wrong tense, and then a wrong gender,
and then the form of the sentence is all wrong, and then I have
said devant when it ought to have been avant ; or sauf when I
should have said excepte. As if it mattered ! That is not the
way to teach a girl to speak a foreign language. The way is

to let her talk and talk and talk, as the birds sing, until her
instinct teaches her what is right and what is wrong. Come
and sit on my sofa, Marie—isn't it a darling sofa ?—and tell

me all about yourself, and the country where you were
born."

Marie sighed, and obeyed, and presently they were sitting on
the sofa, the fair head close beside the dark shining hair that

had grown in the sun, and which had sunny gleams, even in its

darkness. The large dark eyes had golden lights in them, as

if they too had taken beauty from the southern sun.
" Tell me, tell me all," urged Sibyl, always in French, de-

lighted to be able to talk without apprehension of the Friiulein's

nice criticism, " unless it grieves you to talk of your home."

"No, no, mam'selle, it does not grieve me. I have wept all

my tears. I have wept my fill since my mother died—just a

fortnight ago."

" Only a fortnight ! And my mother died only a year ago.

Ah, I can feel for you," and the white, slim hand stole into the

French girl's coarser hand, and tears rained from Sibyl's violet

eyes.

The very name Mother was a charm to make her weep.
" She was not always kind, mam'selle, but I was sorry all

the same when she died. She was only ill for a few days, and
she was unconscious towards the last, so that we could never

say good-bye. She drifted out of life in a long sleep, and I

was left alone there in our little villa at Mougins, alone with

the poor dead mother, and not knowing what was to become of

me any more than the great white cat she had been fond of knew
what was to become of him."

" Had you no uncles and aunts, and people ? " inquired Sibyl

wonderingly.

She was so richly provided with relatives upon the Allan-

dale side of her house—to say nothing of numerous humbler
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Higginsons—that she could not imagine an existence unsur-

rounded by kith and kin.

" No, mam'selle, I have no one, and I never heard that my
mother had any friend in this world, except Sir Higginson."

" You mean my father, Sir Joseph."
" Yes, Sir Joseph Higginson."
" But how did your mother, so far away, happen to win my

father's friendship ? " inquired Sibyl.

" Her husband was an engineer, who worked under Sir

Higginson when he was establishing great ironworks at Fon-

taine-le-roi, near the Belgian frontier," explained Marie Arnold.

" That was many years ago, before I was born. My father was

killed one night on the railway six months before I was born,

and Sir Higginson was very good to my mother. She was not

a peasant, mam'selle, and yet she was not quite a lady. She

had no dot when my father married her, and she had never

learnt to work for her bread. "When she was left a widow with

an infant she was quite helpless. She would have starved

perhaps if your father had not taken pity upon her. 'Your

husband was killed while he was in my service/ he told her,

' and I shall provide for you for the rest of your days,' and he

kept his word nobly. My mother went back to her own country

before I was born, and we lived in a little white house at

Mougins, looking over the hills, and the pine woods and the sea."

" Where is Mougins ?
"

" It is a little town on a hill near Cannes. Mam'selle knows
Cannes, perhaps ?

"

" No ; but I have heard my aunts and cousins talk of it.

Some of them go there every winter. And so you were reared

near Cannes, on the shores of the Mediterranean ? I suppose

you think that sea over there ugly, in comparison ? " said Sibyl,

pointing to the ocean she loved.

"It is greyer than our sea, mam'selle, and it looks always

like our sea in bad weather."
" And what do you think of our hills and moors ? " asked

Sibyl, with a somewhat peremptory air.

"Very ugly, mam'selle. I miss the rolling olive woods, the

cypresses, the valleys where the roses grow. I miss the per-

fumed air, and the sunshine most of all."
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"Don't yon call that sunshine?" asked Sibyl, pointing to
the southward windows.

" Very fair for a sunny afternoon in February, mam'selle, not
for June."

"Ah, in June, no doubt, your Mougins would be simply
intolerable, like a sandy desert in Africa."

" No, mam'selle, there is always a cool breeze across the hills,

a breath from the unseen snow mountains, and there is always
shade in the pine woods, always freshness from the sea. It is

only foreigners who fancy they cannot live in our country in

the summer."
" Did my father ever come to see you at Mougins ?

"

" Yes, mam'selle, years and years ago ; before I went to the

convent."

" What convent ? You are not a nun, are you ?
"

Marie laughed, for the first time in Sibyl's hearing.

" No, mam'selle, but I was educated at a convent at Grasse."
" Is that far from Mougins ?

"

" Only a few miles. You can see one place from the other,

across the valley. I used to look from the convent windows,

and I could almost distinguish the green shutters and the red

roof of my mother's house, and the pink blossom of the almond
trees in the garden."

" And so you were educated at a convent ? How odd !

"

"I am a Eoman Catholic, mam'selle, and most Eoman
Catholic children are educated in convents."

" Well, you are to be in the schoolroom, my father says."

"I am to make myself useful in some way, mam'selle, Sir

Joseph said, when I saw him in London."
" Did you see him—quite lately ? " Sibyl asked, eagerly.

" Yes, mam'selle. He sent a person—his private secretary, I

believe—to take me to England directly after my mother's

funeral."

" Yes, yes, old Mr. Orlebar. I know him very well. He
lives here when father is at home. A funny old man, isn't he? "

" He was very kind to me, mam'selle, all through the long

journey, and then ho took me to a beautiful house—like a

palace, almost— in London, where I saw Sir Joseph, and he
was very kind, and he told me that he would always be my
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friend, as loug as I conducted myself properly, and he wrote a

letter to his housekeeper. And then I stayed one night in that

splendid house, and saw the picture gallery, and all the beau-

tiful things in the great saloon, and early next morning Mr.

Orlebar took me to the station, and put me into the train, and

told me what I was to do when I came to the end of my railway

journey. And that is all my history, mam'selle."

" Poor Marie," sighed Sibyl, ever so compassionately, " I am
so sorry for you. And if your mother was not always kind to

you—still she must have loved you—her only child—and you

must have loved her."

Sibyl had been wondering at Marie's dry eyes, since she herself

could hardly speak of her dead mother without a rush of tears.

Marie hung her head, and paused before she replied.

" I loved some of the nuns better than I loved my mother,"

she faltered. "Mother Anastasie, for instance. Ah, she was

so good to me. It almost broke my heart to leave the convent,

because of parting with her. I used to walk over to Grasse to

the convent chapel every Saint's Day ; but it was to see Mother

Anastasie that I went so far, for I could have heard mass in our

church at Mougins. She was always pale and delicate, and

they said that there was something wrong with her heart ; but

she taught more and worked harder than any of the nuns. She

taught music and drawing. All the children loved her, but I

don't think one of them loved her better than I. And just a

year ago on Corpus Christi I went to the convent, and missed

her in her place at the organ ; and after the service one of the

lay sisters came to me, with her eyes streaming, and took me
by the hand and led me to the burial ground where there was

a new-made grave heaped with roses. She could scarcely speak

for sobbing, but at last she told me how Mother Anastasie had
been found only two days before sitting at the chapel organ in

the afternoon sunshine, her hands still upon the keys, but her

head fallen back against the edge of the high oak chair. She

had died like that, mam'selle, alone, no one near her. They had
heard the sound of tbe organ cease after she had played one of

Mozart's finest glorias, as they walked in the garden in their

recreation hour, and they thought that Mother Anastasie was
staying in the chapel for prayer and meditation. They watched
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the chapel door, hoping she wouhl come out in time to take a

little walk with them ; but the bell rang for the class, and they

all left the garden. It was an hour later before any one took

the alarm and went to look for her.
-
'

Marie's eyes were no longer tearless, and her last words were

made almost inaudible by her emotion.
" You must have loved her very dearly," said Sibyl, full of

sympathy.
" Yes, mam'selle—she was my spiritual mother, the mother

of my mind and soul. If I were to live to be ever so old I think

I could never commit a sin without her image rising up before

me to stop me from wickedness. My own mother was fond of

me, in her way; but she was, oh, so different from Mother

Anastasie. Sho loved gossip, and cards, and pleasure of all

kinds. She did not care for books, or flowers, or pictures. She

went to High Mass every Sunday morning, but that was all.

She sat about on the walls, or in the olive woods, with her neigh-

bours, all the rest of the week, except when she could get any one

to drive her to Cannes, to see the fine shops and fine people."

" She was not often unkind to you ? " questioned Sibyl.

"No, she was not often unkind ; and she never beat me."
Sibyl shuddered at the idea of a mother beating her child,

she whose only image of motherhood was an image of supreme
gentleness.

" But her pleasures were not my pleasures," pursued th9

French girl. " There was no link between us ; and the two
years that I spent at Mougins after I left the convent were the

dullest years of my life. I missed my old companions, and the

music, and games, and the studies even—though I used once to

think them a burden—and my soul sickened at the gossip, and
the cards, and the quarrels—quarrels about nothing, a cracked

oil jar, a handful of vegetables, loud talking from one door to

another, quarrels that seemed to begin and go on for the sake

of quarrelling."

" Poor Marie ! There are no quarrels hero. Friiulein is

rather worrying, but Miss Minchin is as good as gold, in spite

of her fidgety little ways. I call her Mousie, because she is

brownish-prey, and quick, and quitt, like a mouse. She doesn't

mind. But you must not call her Mousie—not just at first."

E
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"No, no, mam'selle, that is understood," replied Marie,

discreetly.

This was the beginning of a lasting friendship, which grew

with the passage of time. Marie was accepted in the school-

room as a useful companion alike by governesses and pupil.

She had been taught to use her needle with exquisite art, and

the Fraulem was not above getting her handkerchiefs marked

by those skilful fingers, in return for which service she helped

Marie to acquire a little German, without taking the trouble to

give her formal lessons. Marie was quick, and learnt any new
thing with wondrous ease. She had a fine ear for music, and

delighted in Sibyl's piano.

As a companion in Sibyl's walks she was incomparable, for

she knew not weariness, and her light, springy step carried her

over the moorland as easily as if she had been some wild creature

reared upon those breezy downs. She was Sibyl's friend and

playfellow for five years, with Sir Joseph Higginson's approval,

and it was only now, when Sibyl had attained her eighteenth

birthday and all the Mountford aunts were beginning to pester

Sir Joseph about her appearance in society, that he began to

wonder how he was to dispose of the humble companion when
the heiress came to take her proper position in the great world.

" It is all very well to keep Sibyl back for a year or so," said

the only unmarried aunt, Lady Selina Mountford, who took

upon herself to advise all her married sisters, their husbands,

and belongings, and used to lie awake o' nights in her pretty

little house in May Fair, worrying herself about the family

troubles. " It is all very well for you to keep her buried alive

at Ellerslie for another year. As your heiress she will have a

choice of eligible partis whenever she may appear; but she

ought to come out before she is twenty. She looks rather thin

and delicate at present. I think another year may improve
her," said Lady Selina, as if she were talking of a turkey that

was being fattened for Christmas, or a young horse that was
" furnishing."

Sir Joseph promised to bring out his daughter before she was
twenty, and thus, upon one subject at least, freed Lady Selina's

nights from care.

" There is always something to keep me awake," sighed the
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spinster. " Braemar's boys are too terrible. How be is ever to

pay their Oxford debts passes my comprehension. And now I

am told they play baccarat at some dreadful club in London,
where young men who have no money lose twenty thousand
pounds at a sitting ; and Felix threatened his father he would
marry a girl he met at the Stephanotis, another dreadful club

where they dance."

There was thus a year of respite for Sir Joseph, during which
he might be able to find a comfortable settlement in the matri-

monial line for the humble companion, so that she might not

too keenly feel the difference in her position and that of Sibyl

as sovereign mistress of the house in Arlington Street, and with
all the town eager to pay her homage.

" I don't want her to feel the difference," mused Sir Joseph

with a profound sigh, as he paced the terrace in front of Ids

Tudor mansion. "It wouldn't be fair that she should. It

wouldn't be fair."

He sighed again deeply, for as yet no eligible pretendant to

the hand of Marie Arnold had appeared in that remote northern

region ; and he began to fear that none might be found in the

district.

The girl was a Papist, objection number one—but an objection

which had been disregarded by a needy evangelical curate, who,

on ascertaining that Sir Joseph meant to give his dependent a

handsome dowry—amount not specified—had urged his desire

to make her his wife, and possibly to snatch a brand from the

burning by winning her over to the Evangelical Church.

The alliance would have been respectable, as the young
Levite, though needy, was of a good Northumberland family,

and of unimpeachable morals ; but Marie did not like the

curate, and would not hear of marrying him.
" I shall never marry," she told Sir Joseph. "I want to be

Sibyl's slave and companion always."

"My dear girl, that is all very well while Sibyl is here,"

replied Sir Joseph; "but when she goes to London and is

swallowed up in the gaieties of the London season, with hardly

an hour of leisure for homo life—you can't bo her companion

then."

" Let me be her maid, then, and wait upon her, and sit up
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for her at night, and help her to undress, and hear all about

her pleasures and gaieties."

"No, Marie, not a servant. You must never be her servant

—you must never think of yourself as a servant. I "want to seo

you happily married before Sibyl marries. You are six years

older than Sibyl—four and twenty. You must have been in

love half a dozen times, I should think."

" Never," said Marie, with an emphatic shrug. " I have even

tried to fall in love—with a curate ; not this one, but the tall,

good-looking young man who was here before him, and whose
sympathies were all with my ohurch—with that young doctor,

Dr. Dewsnap's son and assistant. But there is no such thing

as love in my nature, I think. I adore Sibyl, and I love you

;

and that is all the love I am capable of feeling."

"Ah, we shall see, Marie. Trees that are long in flowering

bear very fine blossoms. The aloe, for instance, and the

magnolia," said Sir Joseph, patting her shoulder, as he trudged

along by her side, a sturdy, active man, although his seventieth

birthday had been kept by the pitmen with beef and beer, and
noisy rural sports, and dancing and fireworks, nearly a year

before.

He was very fond of Marie Arnold. He liked to have her to

sit with him and his daughter of an evening. He liked to hear

her sing her pretty French chansons, full of coquetry and dainty

love, blue skies and sunlit valleys, fountains, orange trees,

eglantine and honeysuckle, bees and butterflies, songs that

touched none of life's serious phases, nor ever hinted at old age

or death.

la this springtide of Sir Joseph's seventy-first year, he

happened to be at Ellerslie for a short time, with Marie as his

only companion, and this companionship drew them nearer

together than they had ever been before.

Never until now had Sir Joseph been at Ellerslie without his

young daughter to hang upon his footsteps, and ride and drive

with him, and play billiards with him, or sing and play to him
of an evening. Marie had been a secondary figure while Sibyl

was present, but when April began Sibyl was at Hastings,
whither she had been despatched suddenly at Dr. Dewsnap's
instigation, to cure a cough which had hung upon her all the
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winter. There were great things beirjg done in the pits,

alterations and extensions which required Sir Joseph's super-

vision, so he had been unable to go with his daughter—who had
been confided to the care of Miss Minchin, Fraulein Stahlherz

having gone back to her native Hanover—and for the first time

in his widowhood he found himself pacing the long drawing-

room at Ellerslie, or taking his morning constitutional on the

terrace, without that graceful figure near at hand.

She was to come home as soon as the cough was actually

cured, by warrant of the Hastings doctor, and in the meantime

she wrote to her father daily, telling him of all her walks and

rides, her excursions to Battle or to Pevensey, her readings of

the Norman Conquest in Thierry, Green, and Freeman, and her

longing to return to her father and Ellerslie.

His life in that great house would have been very dreary

—

for he had no visitors at this time, and his secretary, Mr.

Orlebar, was not a lively person—if he had not found Marie an
attentive and vivacious companion, pleased to do all that Sibyl

was accustomed to do for him.

Mrs. Morison shruggei her shoulders when she saw the

foreign waif filling fie absent daughter's place. She liked

Marie, but she disapproved of that young person's exaltation.

" He told me not to give her any fine notions when first she

came here," mused the housekeeper; "and now he is giving

her fine notions himself. A young woman who spends all her

evenings in the long drawing-room will never be contented to

take a humble position in after-life."

It was not more than three or four days after Sibyl left

Ellerslie, when a stranger appeared upon the scene ; a gentle-

man who called upon Sir Joseph one afternoon, and sent in his

card, upon which appeared the name of

Brandon Mountford,

Travellers' Club.

Any Mountford was secure of a welcome from Sir Joseph,

who was never tire 1 of showing kindness to his wife's kindred

;

but the name of Brandon touched him with a curious thrill

which was closely akin to pain.

Brandon was the name of the distant cousin to whom Lucy
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Mountford had given the innocent love of her young heart.

That Brandon Mountford had died in India, two years after

Lady Lucy's death ; but he had left a son, and in all probability

this was the son.

These thoughts went swiftly through Sir Joseph's brain as he

looked at the card, which bad been brought to him in his study

—the room in which he interviewed agents and tenants, and
transacted business of all kinds connected with his estate.

" Mr. Mountford is in the drawing-room, I suppose ? " he said.

"I'll go to him."

He found the stranger standing in front of a wide window,
looking landwards over the valley, and the river winding

through it. A man of about eight and twenty, Sir Joseph
thought, tall, well set up, with a fine, frank countenance, well

cut features, the Mountford nose, which inclined to the aquiline,

bright blue eyes, light brown hair, curling close to the well

shaped head, and a complexion tanned by a hotter sun than

ever shone upon Cumbrian cliffs.

" I am very glad to see you at Ellerslie, Mr. Mountford," said

the old man cordially, holding out a broad hand in friendly

welcome. " Come to have a look at our North Countree, I

suppose. You must come and put up here for a week or two,

and let me show you a coal pit, if you have never seen one."

"You are too good, Sir Joseph; but I haven't come here

with any intention of quartering myself upon you, though I

have come to ask you a favour. Here's Braemar's letter, to

vouch for me as an insignificant but not disreputable member
of the house of Mountford. I happened to hear from him of

your splendid salmon river, and was seized with a longing to

cast a fly in the waters he praised so warmly."
Brandon Mountford here produced an unsealed letter, over

which Sir Joseph ran his eye carelessly.

"You want to have a go at our salmon. Well, my dear
fellow, fish away to your heart's content. There are plenty of

scaly gentlemen, but they are deuced shy, and you may be up
at five o'clock every morning for a week and yet not early

enough to catch them. Then after a few blank days, perhaps
you may get a run of luck. I used to enjoy the sport myself
thirty years ago, when I was still young enough to wade breast
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high in the river in a Scotch mist from seven in the morning to

seven at night, and relish my dinner and my whisky toddy all

the better for the day's "work. Where are you staying, Mr.

Mountford?"
" At the Higginson Arms at Ardliston."

"A cosy old inn and a capital landlady, but I think we can

make you rather more comfortable at Ellerslie. You'd better

go and fetch your portmanteau."
" Indeed, Sir Joseph, I had no idea " protested Mountford.
" You will be nearer the salmon," pursued his host, " and

I can give you a keeper who knows every yard of the water.

You'll find this house uncommonly quiet, for I am here on

business, and have invited no one since Christmas. My
daughter is away, and I have only a—sort of—adopted niece,

who cuts my newspapers for me and reads me to sleep after

dinner—a nice, bright girl, who sings charmingly."

Sir Joseph grew suddenly thoughtful. What if this Brandon

Mountford, who had dropped from the clouds, were the very

man he wanted—an honest man, and a husband for Marie

Arnold ? He liked the look of the young man—a gentleman

to the tips of his fingers—good blood showed itself in every

line of face and figure—penniless, no doubt. The Mountfords

were all poor—property in Ireland for the most part—family

numerous—chieftain weighed down by innumerable portions

and allowances to daughters and younger sons.

"Braemar tells me you have travelled in Africa," said Sir

Joseph, glancing at the letter in his hand, " and that you have

won some renown already as a hunter of big game."
" My gun is my only road to fame, Sir Joseph. Yes, I have

spent five years on the Dark Continent."
" You must have gone there very young."
" I sailed for the Cape soon after my twenty-first birthday,

and within a year of my father's death. Africa has been my
country from that time to this. I am only in England as a

visitor."

" You mean to go back? "

" Yes, I mean to go home."
" A strange fancy for a young man with all the world before

him "
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" I know no grander world than the shores of Zambesi, no

happier life than the freedom of the wilderness."

"You can tell me your adventures over a glass of Mouton

to-night. Go and get jour portmanteau."
" You are too kind, Sir Joseph ; but are you sure I shan't

be in the way? If you have come to the north on business

you may find yourself bored by a visitor."

"I never put myself in the way of being bored," answered

the old man, bluntly. " You may be sure I shouldn't ask you

if I didn't want you here."

" Then I shall be delighted to come," said Mountford. " I

only regret that I shall not see my young cousin. Braemar

was full of her praises."

" She is a good little girl," said Sir Joseph. " I don't think

my life would be worth sixpence a day without her."

And then his thoughts went back to the girl's mother, and

to those far-away days when he sat by Lady Lucy's side in

the Hertford Street drawing-room, and she told him her little

story of a misplaced love. Was this Brandon Mountford the

son of that Brandon Mountford? he wondered, nervously

anxious to be enlightened.
" Your father was in the army, I think," he said, tentatively.

" Yes, in the Engineers. He died in India, as brave a soldier

as ever fought there."

"And your mother—is she no longer living?"

The young man's face flushed at the question, and a troubled

look came into his eyes.

" My mother died many years ago, while I was at Wellington.

She had been—a great invalid—ever since my birth," he

answered, with painful pauses in the final sentence.

Sir Joseph felt that he had been cruel to push the question,

but he had wanted to be sure of his facts; and now he was

sure. This man was the son of that distant cousin to whom
Lucy's young heart had gone out, and who doubtless had given

her love for love ; the man so unhappily mated, so faithful to

that tragic bond.
" If I can do him a good turn I will," thought Sir Joseph. " He

shan't go back to Africa if I can hinder it. He would make a

capital husband for Marie. They would be a splendid couple."
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Brandon brought his portmanteau and fishing tackle to

Ellerslie in the course of the afternoon, and dined alone with

Sir Joseph in a snug tapestried parlour •which the millionaire

preferred to the great dining-room, with its lofty carved oak
buffet and decoration of gold plate. The two men sat a long

time over their wine, though Brandon did but small justice to

Sir Joseph's famous Mouton. He was a tremendous smoker,

however, and consumed nearly a dozen cigarettes while Sir

Joseph entertained him with reminiscences of his juvenile

struggles, and the hazards and successes of his manhood. It

was late when they went to the long drawing-room, and

Brandon, who had forgotten his host's mention of an adopted

niece, was startled at seeing a young woman, neatly dressed

in black silk, with a bunch of tea roses at her waistband,

seated reading near a lamp-lit table. She had not dined with

them, yet she had the air of being one of the family.

Sir Joseph introduced Mr. Mountford to this young lady,

who was called Miss Arnold, yet who spoke with a French

accent, and whose dark eyes and warm olive complexion were

decidedly un-English.

" And now, Marie, you can sing us one of your little songs,"

said Sir Joseph, settling himself in a luxurious chair, with

evident resignation to impending slumber.

Ho was asleep before Marie had finished her first song, and
Brandon and the young lady were practically alone, a fact which

seemed less embarrassing to her than to the man not long

returned from Mashonaland, and from a society in which bulk,

beads, and blackness are the chief characteristics of female

beauty. It was a new thing for Brandon to find himself in a

solitude of two with a handsome young woman, whose history,

associations, and character were utterly unknown to him.

She sang the inevitable " Si tu savais" with a good deal of

feeling, and in a rich contralto voice; and then De Musset's

"Ninon," and then a little Provencal ballad, and then another,

at Brandon's urgent request. When he could not with decency

ask her to sing any more, ho entreated her to play something-
Chopin, Thallierg, Strauss, Sebastian Bach, l'orpora, Lulli

—

anything she chose. Ho would have kept her at the piano

all the evening if he could, rather than faco the ordeal of
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conversation with a strange young person; but she rose and

shook her head at the question of playing.

" I am no pianist," she said. " I have never played anything

but my own accompaniments. Miss Higginson plays magnifi-

cently. I should never dare to attempt the piano where she

is. I only learnt to play after I was grown up."

" "What kind of music does Miss Higginson prefer ? " asked

Brandon.
" Oh, all the great masters—Beethoven, Mozart, Mendelssohn,

Chopin—and she extemporises exquisitely. The piano to her

is a living creature, her most intimate friend. She and her

piano talk to each other for hours together. I can only sit in

a corner, at my needlework, and wonder at her. She is far

away from me—in another world."
" Yes ; my little girl has a genius for music," said Sir Joseph,

awakened at once by the cessation of song. " And Marie has

a fine voice and a pretty taste, hasn't she, Mountford?"

Brandon said all that was proper and complimentary about

Miss Arnold's singing, and felt infinitely relieved by the worthy

Baronet's return to consciousness and conversation.

" I hope I may have the pleasure of hearing Miss Higginson

play before I leave Ellerslie," he said, presently. " Does she

return soon ?
"

" That depends upon her doctor. She is not to leave Hastings

without his permission."
" You must miss her sadly."

" I should be lost without her if it wasn't for Marie. She

takes care of me. She is like a second daughter to me. By
the way, Marie, Mr. Urquhart is coming in a day or two. Don't

forget to tell Morison to have his room ready."

Marie's cheek and brow crimsoned, and the dark, strongly

arched brows contracted in a frown.
" What brings Mr. Urquhart here again so soon ?

"

" The same attraction that brings Mr. Mountford—my
salmon-river. He will be company for you, Mountford," added
Sir Joseph to his guest. " Urquhart's brother, Lord Penrith,

is a neighbour of mine. Urquhart lost his wife only a year ago

—married badly, a poor parson's daughter—and he contrives

to spend a good deal of his life at Killander Castle. It suits
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him uncommonly well, you understand ; for he has my shooting

and fishing as well as his brother's."

Brandon watched Marie Arnold's face while Sir Joseph was
talking, and wondered at the angry and troubled look which
clouded a countenance that had been gay and smiling a few
minutes before. There must be some strong reason for her

dislike of Mr. Urquhart, he told himself; and he became more
interested in the girl's character and history from this moment.

CHAPTER YI.

IF IT COULD HATE BEEN.

Hubert Urquhart arrived three days after Mountford's estab-

lishment at Ellerslie, by which time the stranger had made
himself at home in his new surroundings, had explored gardens

and park under Marie's guidance, had seen a coal mine and an

iron mine, had become very good friends with Sir Joseph, and
had won the approval of Sir Joseph's head keeper. Urquhart's

arrival was no more welcome to Brandon than it was to Marie

Arnold. The old acquaintance was civil to the new-comer, but

was evidently displeased at finding a stranger domesticated at

Ellerslie ; the more so perhaps when he heard that the stranger

was a connection of Sir Joseph's, and had a legitimate claim

upon his hospitality.

Mr. Urquhart was thirty-four years of age, had been in a

cavalry regiment, and had sold out just before the abolition of

purchase in the army. He had married badly, as Sir Joseph

told Brandon ; had married in haste and repented with equal

celerity. He had not been unkind to' his wife, but he had been

neglectful, and even his battered conscience had felt some

remorseful twinges when the poor faded prettiness, which had

once been so purely pink and white, faded out of life altogether,

suddenly, after the birth of a second baby, which only

survived the mother by a fortnight. She died at the Yorkshire

parsonage in which the greater part of her life had been spent,

and where her orphan daughter, Coralie, was now being cared

for by a widowed grandfather and two spinster aunts.
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Those remorseful pangs of conscience, for a wife from whose
death-bed he had been absent, did not long discompose the

gentlemanlike equanimity which was a mark of race in Hubert
Urquhart. He went back to his patrimonial home a free man,

and took his ease in the house of his elder brother, Lord

Penrith, still a bachelor, and burdened with an estate richer in

acreage and historical interest than in revenue. The Penriths

had been poor for three generations, and were getting poorer

as land declined in value. Lord Penrith had just missed three

great heiresses, having tried his hardest for all three, and
having been near acceptance with each. There was a something

wanting in his nature where women are concerned. That cold

hardness of the Urquhart character might have subjugated

some meek, sentimental girl, whose dream of love is of upward-

looking, worshipping affection—the love of the brooks for the

moon—but heiresses have got beyond that kind of sentimen-

talism. They require to be worshipped themselves ; and the more
exacting among them require sincerity in the worshipper.

Lord Penrith had never been able even to seem sincere; and

in each case he found finally that he had but made the running

for some hot-headed, impetuous lover, who was able to put a

little heart into his courtship.

Crushed by his third disappointment, Penrith had retired to

his Cumbrian castle, and into himself, and already bore the

reputation of a misanthrope and a woman-hater. He had
almost abandoned the hope of restoring the fortunes of his

race by a wealthy alliance. The Anglo-American marriage,

the strictly modern blend of the feudal castle and the Trans-

atlantic oil-well had hardly come into fashion at that time, and

Lord Penrith, having failed to attach himself to English coin

in the possession of English beauty, retired to his tent, like

Achilles, and sulked there, content to shoot and fish and hunt

and farm, remote from society and woman's wiles. He was
Hubert Urquhart's senior by five years, a man of graver

character, but of the same hardness of fibre. Hubert had a

kind of surface pleasantness which served his turn iu society,

and which made him more popular than his elder brother.

The Urquharts were a handsome race,—always allowing for

that hardness of expression which was a family characteristic.
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Penrith and his brother were both tall, strongly built yet

slender, with commanding carriage, and a thoroughbred
delicacy of hand and foot. Both had the Scottish type of

features and complexion, long, thin noses, thin lips, cold grey
eyes, and auburn hair, and they were men who looked their

best in Highland clothes, which made up by the picturesque

lor what was wanting to the wearers in personal charm.

Hubert Urquhart's kien grey eye scanned Brandon from head
to foot, weighed him in the balance, and found him wanting

—

as a man of the world.

" I am told you have spent half your life in Africa, Mountford,"

he said in a pause of their sport, as they sat on the river-bank

discussing a snack of bread and cheese and a bottle of Bass.

" Not quite. My life has lasted twenty-six years, of which
five have been spent in Africa."

"Why did you go?"
Brandon's brow clouded at the question.
" I had been ill, and my doctor told me to live in the open

air."

"You could have done that in Argyleshiro or Connemara."
" No doubt, but I preferred Mashonaland."

"A curious fancy," said Urquhart, with a slightly con-

temptuous air. " I have never yet been able to realise the

motives of a man who runs away from civilisation, unless he is

running away from debts and difficulties at the same time,

which, of couivc, was not your case. And you really found the

Crocodile and the Zambesi Rivers more attractive than the

Rhine or the Arno ?
"

" Infinitely more attractive. I grant that the European
rivers have all the charm of association; that there are some
names—Tiber, for instance—which act like a spell. But that

untrodden world yonder has what the civilised world has not

—

freshness and mystery."

"Ah, you hanker after the unexplored and the unknown.

My ideal is a place like Monte Carlo, where there are good

hotels, pretty women, and a trcnto et quaranto table,— to say

nothing of pigeon-shooting. I have never been further afield

for pleasure than southern Italy, and I hope never to go. What
do you think of old ,lli;_iginson?

"
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" A splendid old man—plenty of grit, and plenty of heart.

"A sturdy old Briton, ain't he? A distinctly native pro-

duction. The kind of man we all pretend to be proud of, and
whom we all laugh at."

" I have not yet discovered the ridiculous side of his

character."

"Ah, you are a connection, and you think it a point of

nonour to take the good old bloke seriously. I am indebted to

him for infinite hospitality. I like his house, his shooting, and
his river, and I like him ; but for all that I can't help seeing

that he is a capital joke. His frank boastfulness, for instance—

his missing aspirates—-his prosy recapitulation of the various

steps by which he mounted Fortune's ladder. The worst of

such men is that they can take nothing for granted. Everything

in their lives must be expatiated upon."
" I like his frankness, and I don't mind his bragging, which

is a part of his frankness."

" Oh, come now, Mountford, hang frankness—call it frank

egotism. Candour is only a synonym for want of manners.

Your candid man goes about the world plaguing everybody

with his own feelings and his own affairs. The first lesson a

well-bred man learns is the art of self-suppression, and that

the outside world doesn't care twopence whether he's alive or

dead. What is your opinion of Sir Joseph's handsome niece

—

ward—whatever you like to call her ?
"

" You have just told me that reticence is a sovereign merit

in civilised man, and yet you question me about my opinions."

" Opinions are always interesting. Marie Arnold is a hand-

some woman. "We are both men, and we are both mortal. We
can hardly help admiring her."

" You have expressed an opinion that serves for both of us.

There is nothing left for me to say."

" You think her handsome, then ? " questioned Urqi;hart,

with keen eyes bent upon his companion.
" Of her type, most assuredly."

" But you don't care for the type, evidently ?
"

" I confess that there is a little too much prodigality in form
and colouring for my ideal. That southern splendour dazzles

me more than it attracts. The type I most admire is of a paler
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beauty. There is an ethereal Eaffaellesque fairness which is to

my mind the perfection of loveliness."

" You are thinking of your cousin, I fancy," said Urquhart,
still keenly watchful of his companion's face.

" Of my cousin. You mean Miss Higginson, perhaps ? I

have never seen her, but her portrait as a child does certainly

realise my ideal—allowing for the disadvantages of that nonde-
script age, when face and form have lost the charm of infancy,

without acquiring the grace of girlhood."

" How is it that you have never been here before ?
"

"There is no 'how' about the matter—no reason why I

should have been here sooner, or why I should have come at

all—except the stream yonder. My connection with Ellerslie

is of the slightest. My father and Lady Lucy were a kind of

distant cousins, and Miss Higginson and I are just one stage

further apart on the family tree. If you look at the Mount-
ford pedigree you will find my name in an obscure bracket

near the edge of the document, while Miss Higginson, as grand-

daughter of the present Lord Allandale, occupies a central

position."

" Miss Higginson is a personage anywhere and everywhere

—

a great heiress and a great beauty—after your Raffaellesque

tvpe."

The beer-bottles were empty by this time, and the soothing

digestive pipe was finished, so the two men went back to the

river, and for the rest of the day were better occupied than in

idle conversation. Perhaps Urquhart had asked all the ques-

tions he wanted to ask, yet he tramped back to Ellerslie House
in a somewhat discontented mood, for being himself innately

insincere, he found it difficult to credit anybody else with

sincerity.

" Pretends not to admire her," he mused, as he and Brandon
walked up the hill between four and five o'clock, after a disap-

pointing day. " I never knew a man who did not dcjjreciate

the woman he was in love with. They like to throw another

man off the scent, even when there is no particular reason for

concealment."

It was one of those halcyon days which April steals from May
or June, and they found Sir Joseph taking tea on the terrace.
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with Marie ministering to his comfort?, buttering Ms thin dry

toast, and measuring out the precise amount of cream he liked

in his cup. The old man was basking in the afternoon fun-

shine, basking also in the sense of well-being, of a life profitably

spent, of a great fortune honourably acquired, of the power

which wealth gives when that wealth is realised out of the

thews and sinews of working men, and when a whole population

depends for its bread upon one man. At a nod of Sir Joseph's

head, those villages yonder, scattered on the bleak moorland,

might be reduced to idleness and penury. He had been, upon
the whole, a beneficent employer. He had never forgotten that

he had once worked for his bread, or that his mother had risen

at five o'clock on winter mornings to go out washing ; and his

sympathy with working men and women had never been lessened

by his own luxurious surroundings. He knew as well what
they wanted now as he knew what he wanted fifty years ago

when he was one of them. The link between him and his

people had never been broken When there were strikes and
lock-outs over half England, Sir Joseph's peace was un-

threatened. His men laughed Trade Unionists to scorn. They
wanted no Socialist friends from Newcastle or Shields. They
had the best friend they could have in Old Joe ; and so long as

Old Joe was above-ground they would work for him and trust

him. He had made it the study of his life to be in advance of

his men's necessities, and to concede advantages unasked that

were soon afterwards being fought for with murderous rancour

in other districts. Little wonder, then, that Sir Joseph Hig-

ginsou's influence was rooted deep in the hearts of his people.

His young wife's brief residence at Ellerslie had been a reign

of beneficence, and it had been Sibyl's delight to continne the

good work her mother had begun ; so the voice of the Socialist

charmer, charm he never so wisely, was powerless to arouse

evil-feeling among the men of Ellerslie.

The salmon-fishers were received with cordiality by Sir

Joseph, and with a certain mute emotion by Marie Arnold,

who blushed at their coming, blushed as she had never done

when Urquhart came alone, he himself noted with sullen

jealousy. There was evidently a flirtation on foot already

between Brandon and her, and Brandon's indifference was only
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an assumption, Urquhart told himself, as he drew his chair to

the tea-table and watched Marie while she poured out tea for

the new arrivals. He marked her lowered eyelids, those full,

firm eyelids which had a look of marble above their dark
lashes ; he noticed the tremulous uncertainty of her hands as

they moved among the cups and saucers. Yes, this new-comer
had made a deeper impression upon her foolish little mind in

three days than he, Urquhart, had made in all his lengthy visits,

and with all his subtlest flatteries and most delicate attentions.

He had hated Mountford from the outset as a dangerous inter-

loper; and now he was assured that he had not hated him
without cause.

Hubert Urquhart had fallen in love with Marie Arnold on his

first visit to Ellerslie, a three months' widower; but he had

been careful to give no indication of his feelings. He had been

studiously courteous, and he had ventured on an occasional

compliment ; but he had gone no further, waiting to be sure of

his ground before he declared himself.

From the beginning he had made up his mind that Mario

Arnold was nearer and dearer to Sir Joseph than the old man
had told the world. His casual way of talking of her, some-

times as the daughter of a man who had been killed in his

service, sometimes as a kind of adopted niece, did not deceive

Mr. Urquhart. He saw that Sir Joseph was as proud of Mario's

beauty and accomplishments as he was of Sibyl's more refined

attractions, that his eyes turned as fondly upon the alien when
the two girls stood beside his chair bidding him good night, as

ever they turned upon his acknowledged daughter. Urquhart
had no doubt that Marie too was his daughter—the issue of

some intrigue which had lightened the cares of his work in tho

Belgian mining country, and it occurred to him that even an

unacknowledged daughter of Sir Joseph Higginson would bo no

bad match for the impecunious scion of a noble house. He was
cautious, however, and went to work deliberately, although ho

was deeper in love with Marie Arnold than he had ever been

with any woman in his life. It may be that there was some-

thing in the warmth and quick impulse of her southern nature

which charmed him by contrast with his own cold and sluggish

temperament. Ice and fire could not have been more different
j

F
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but the ice trembled and melted at the touch of that fire, and

the hard, battered man of the world owned himself the slave of

this unsophisticated girl.

" Festina lente," he said to himself. " I can't afford to marry
her unless there's money in it."

He had heard a good deal about a certain Andrew Orlebar, Sir

Joseph's factotum, secretary, and alter ego ; and he fancied that

this Orlebar would be the right man to put him on the right

tack. Orlebar must know all about Marie's origin, and Marie's

expectations. The only question was how much of that in-

formation Mr. Orlebar might be disposed to impart in answer to

judicious pumping.

Heretofore Mr. Urquhart had been unlucky in finding Orlebar

absent from Ellerslie, either watching his chief's business in

London, or on some Continental mission. He was a man who
needed no more warning or preparation for a journey to Egypt

or India than commoner men require for a trip to Brighton or

Paris. He lived, moved, and breathed only for his employer,

had neither kith nor kin, tastes nor pleasures of his own—

a

colourless, faithful, stolid, unenjoying machine, fashioned in the

likeness of man.

This time Urquhart had taken care to be sure of One oar's

presence at Ellerslie before he offered himself as a visitor ; and

here in the glow of the afternoon sunlight came this very

Orlebar, shuffling along the terrace, faded, dusky, grey amidst

all the wealth of colour in a garden unfolding its beauty to the

spring. He made a discordant note in that harmony of brilliant

hues, a patch of dirty grey which offended the eye. He brought

his chief a packet of letters—the afternoon mail—and they two

were soon sitting apart, with heads close together and brows

bent, over the open letters, by the marble balustrade, and at the

base of a] marble Pan, which seemed to look down at them in

grim derision of their money-grubbing instincts. What did

money matter to the great god Pan, the forest wildling, who had

all the wealth of nature for his own?
Marie questioned the men about their day's sport, and

Urquhart noticed how her glances turned shyly to Mountford,

and dwelt on his face while he talked, and even lingered there

when he was silent. Towards him, Urquhart, she had shown
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only avoidance; had made all pursuit of her difficult; had been

openly scornful when he praised her beauty or seemed to hang
entranced upon her singing—seemed only, since music was a

missing sense with most of the Urquharts, and for him a barrel-

organ in a London street playing the latest music-hall melody,

or a brass band in the park braying the last flashy waltz, realised

all that music should be.

Marie sang her little Frencli songs at Sir Joseph's bidding

upon this evening just as she had sung on previous evenings,

and Sir Joseph slept through the music as before ; but Mount-

ford perceived a change in her manner. She was less at her

ease than she had been when he and she had been practically

alone. She was silent in the intervals of her singing, and she

retired early.

When she was gone Sir Joseph challenged Mounttord to a

game of cribbage, in which the old man excelled ; and Urquhart

strolled off to the billiard-room in quest of Andrew Orlebar,

who had dined with them, and had disappeared immediately

after dinner, neither sharing the after-dinner claret nor the

after-dinner cigars.

" Curious fellow, Orlebar," explained the master of the house;

"he neither smokes nor drinks. He has no vices ; and I some-

times think he has no virtues. He is the nearest approach

to a calculating-machine that a warm-blooded animal could

attain to.

"And remarkably useful to you, no doubt, Sir Joseph," said

Mountford.
" Invaluable. The human calculating-machine is the rarest

product of nature. Your average accountant is distracted by

the burden of his own egotism, his passions, domestic anxieties,

temptations, proclivities. My friend Orlebar is arithmetic

incarnate."

Mr. Orlebar had a den of his own adjoining the billiard-room

—by courtesy, " Mr. Orlebar's study ;
" in actual appearance, an

accountant's office, a place of pigeon-holes, and ledgers, and

dockets, and files, its most interesting literature a long row of

Whitakcr's Almanacks, sole record of the passing years. The
room was conveniently situated for Sir Joseph, who was fond
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of billiards, and liked to run in and out of his secretary's den

as occasion prompted.

Urquhart took down cue, and amused himself with a few

experimental shots, with his eye upon the half-open door of

Orlebar's room. Yes, the grey old man was there. Urquhart

heard the scratching of his pen. He went to the door and

looked in at the bent shoulders and iron-grey head, leaning

over a page of foolscap.

" Can I tempt you to put down your pen and take up a cue,

Mr. Orlebar?" he asked.

Orlebar looked at him quietly, neither surprise nor gratifica-

tion expressed upon his blunt physiognomy.
"1 don't play billiards," he said ;

" I sometimes mark."

He drew a sheet of blotting-paper over a page of closely-

ruled columns, filled with figures, and left his desk, as if ready

for conversation.

" Don't let me disturb you, if you don't care to play."

" I have finished my evening's work," answered Orlebar, " and

I am going out for my evening constitutional."

" What, you walk after dinner, do you? "

" Always, Mr. Urquhart, wet or fine. No machine will go on

smoothly without oil—and locomotion is the only oil I know
of that will keep the human machine in good working order.

I walk six miles per diem."

"Let me walk with you," said Urquhart, with a friendly air.

" Sir Joseph and Mr. Mountford are at cards. I should like a

walk."
" Won't it bore you, though, such a walk as I take, up and

down the terrace, so many turns for a mile ? It is not the kind

of walk a young man like you would care for."

Urquhart looked at the dull, grey face before he answered.

There was a lurking shrewdness under the surface stolidity of

Mr. Orlebar's countenance which told him that any attempt to

conceal his own motives would be worse than useless. It would

damage his chances of getting any help in this quarter.

"I don't care where I walk as long as I keep moving," he

said, " and I particularly want a little chat with you."
" Come along, then," said Orlebar, opening a glass door which

gave on to the terrace ; and in the next minute he and Urquhart
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were walking side by side in the misty stillness of a mild April

night. " You want to talk to me, you say. You want a tip for

the Stock Exchange, no doubt. You've a fancy for some new
venture, and you think Andrew Orlebar is up to the dead."

" My dear Mr. Orlebar, I am not a speculator, for the best of

all reasons. I have never had any capital to invest."

"There are men who speculate without capital; but I am
glad you are not one of those," said Orlebar. " They don't

often last."

" The subject upon which I want to talk to you is one that

touches me much nearer than any money question could."

" Then it must touch you very near.''

" It does, for it is an affair of the heart."

"And you come to me for advice in a love-affair! " exclaimed

Orlebar, with a dry laugh. " That's the oddest idea I've heard

of for a long time. Do I look like a man to advise a lover how
to win his mistress ?

"

"Frankly, you don't," said Urquhart, echoing his laugh,
" but in my case you can give very valuable advice, since the

lady I am in love with is a kind of ward of your chief's."

" Marie Arnold. You are in love with Marie, are you ? Well,

you might make a worse choice. She is a handsome young
woman, sho has a fine voice, she has been well brought up, and
has good principles."

" And she will not be without a dowry, I conclude."

' Ah, then, you are not so deep in love as to leave money out

of the question."

" My good Mr. Orlebar, I am a man of the world. I made
one foolish marriage—a sweet girl, pure as an angel, but with-

out a rap. I am too old to make a second blunder of the same

kind. If I were a rich man I should be proud to marry Miss

Arnold without a penny; but I have only a younger sons

portion, and I have a daughter to maintain. Sir Joseph must

naturally desire to find a husband for his ward."

"Why naturally V"

" Because her position in his household is anomalous, and

must lead to complications, now that Miss Higginson is

grown up."

"Why anomalous?"
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" Oh, my dear Orlebar, you must see the difficulty of the case

quite as clearly as I do," said Urquhart, growing familiar.

"Here is a beautiful girl who is and yet is not a member of

Sir Joseph's family. There is no avowed relationship, yet Sir

Joseph is evidently as fond of her as of his daughter and
heiress. Think of the difference between the positions of those

two girls ; and consider the bad feeling which that difference

must awaken in poor Marie's mind, a year or so hence, unless

she marries and takes her place in society on the strength of

that marriage. Who, with a grain of worldly knowledge, can

doubt that her claim upon Sir Joseph is just as strong as Miss

Higginson's ?
"

" You mean that she is neither more nor less than Sir Joseph's

unacknowledged daughter," said Orlebar.

" That is my meaning—and my fixed conviction."

" So let it be, my dear sir," was the bland reply. " You know
very nearly as much about Miss Arnold as I do. I was sent to

a little mountain town in Provence to fetch the young lady, at

Sir Joseph's bidding. Her mother had died rather suddenly,

and she, poor child, was alone, and friendless, except for a few

good-natured gossips, her dead mother's neighbours, too poor

and too insignificant to be of much use to her. I brought her

to London, and from London despatched her to Ellerslie, where

she has lived ever since. Sir Joseph told me that her father

was a clever engineer, who was of great assistance to him in the

working of an iron mine, and who was killed while in his

service. For my own part I see nothing remarkable in the fact

that a man in Sir Joseph's position should show kindness to the

widow and orphan of so valuable a servant."

"That he should show kindness, no; but that he should

introduce the engineer's daughter into his home and take her

to his heart,—there I think you will own he oversteps the mark,

and strains credulity. By the way, how old was Marie at the

time of her father's death ?
"

" She was not born."

" A posthumous child ! "Was she born soon after her father's

death?"
" I cannot gratify you with such minute details."

" I have no curiosity upon the point,—only as a man of the
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world, you must forgive me if I doubt your chief's account of

the transaction. >-I am so fond of Marie that I should like to

know all I can about her parentage; in her interest rather than
my own. I could love her no less had she been a beggar's brat

I don't want to entrap her into a marriage that would mean
poverty,— but if Sir Joseph would make a respectable settle-

ment—a settlement in accordance with his own large means "

" You have not beaten about the bush with me, and I'll be

frank with you, Mr. Urquhart," said OrleLar, gravely. " You
are right in supposing that Sir Joseph considers his ward's

position somewhat anomalous—or rather that it may appear so

when his daughter comes down to the full blaze of the society

footlights, while Marie Arnold is left at the back of the stage.

I believe I am justified in saying that he would like to see this

young person married to a husband whom she could love, and
he could approve. With such a husband he would be disposed

to treat liberally upon the question of settlements; and I should

say that Miss Arnold's dowry might be anything between twenty

and fifty thousand pounds. You know, of course, that the larger

sum would be as easy a matter to Sir Joseph as the smaller.

It would be a question of his own inclination and judgment
what amount he should give."

" Undoubtedly ! And do you think he would favour my suit ?

Apart from the money question, I am not a bad match for a

young lady in Miss Arnold's position. I belong to one of the

oldest families in Cumberland, and I am heir presumptive to

an earldom."
" Lord Penrith is still a young man, Mr. Urquhart."
" True ; but he is a young man with an old inau's habits and

ideas ; and I don't believe he will ever marry."
" That is a point in your favour. But to be frank with you,

I doubt if Sir Joseph would quite approve of your antecedents.

His ward would havo to be very much in love with you in order

to win her guardian's consent to the match."

Urquhart's brow contracted at tho suggestion, lie knew in

his heart that Mario Arnold's present fooling for him was nearer

dislike than love; and ho knew that he would have a hard

battle to fight before he could get her to be his advocate with

Sir Joseph. His hope had been that Sir Joseph would adopt
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him as a suitor, and force his suit with Marie. He did not

despair, however, having seen many cases in which love began
with aversion.

" As for my antecedents," he replied, after a longish pause,

"I don't fancy I have been worse than most young men of

family; and having sown a few wild oats I am all the more

likely to settle down as a respectable family man. If I could

win snch a wife as Miss Arnold I should have a spur to ambi-

tion, and might make my way in the political world. With
Penrith's interest and Sir Joseph's I might be able to achieve

a distinguished public position."

" The aspiration is at least creditable. The best advice I can

give you is to win the lady. With her on your side there may
be a chance of victory. Sir Joseph would do much to secure

her happiness," concluded Orlebar in the friendliest tone, and

then within himself he said, " But unless I am vastly deceived

in my estimate of his knowledge of character, he will never

entrust her happiness to a foxy-haired gentleman of your

particular type."

While this conversation was being carried on in a perambu-

latory fashion on the terrace, where the sound of the sea came

in with an undertone of monotonous melancholy, as if it were

the great voice of Nature mourning the degeneracy of man,

another conversation, of which Marie Arnold was the subject,

was going on in the drawing-room.

Sir Joseph played his first two games with spirit, but the

third game had hardly begun when his attention flagged and

his play became careless.

" What do you think of my adopted daughter ? " he asked

abruptly.

"I think her a very handsome young woman," Mountford

answered easily. "There could be hardly two opinions upon

that point, and she seems as amiable as she is good-looking.''

" She is," replied Sir Joseph, quickly. " There is no seeming

in her case. She has lived a good many years under this roof,

and no one has ever had occasion to find fault with her. She

is a dear, good girl, the daughter of a man who was killed in

my service. I deemed it my duty to look after her and her

widowed mother, and I have never had cause to repent that I
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undertook the responsibility. She has lived in this house as

Sibyl's friend and companion, and she has never shown the

slightest jealousy of my little girl's advantages. I don't want
her to find out how great a difference the outside world can

make between a great heiress and a young woman who is

practically a nobody. I should like to see Marie comfortably

married before the end of this year : married to a man she can

love, a man who shall be worthy of her love."

" There should be no difficulty in finding such a man in the

wide circle of your acquaintance, Sir Joseph," said Brandon,

gravely, without looking up from his cards.

He had an uncomfortable feeling that there was some serious

intention in his host's discourse, an intention that involved

himself.

" No, indeed. I know plenty of young men on their promo-

tion, decent fellows enough, to whom a wife with twenty

thousand or so for her dowry would be like a gift dropped

from heaven. But 1 should like to find a husband of whose
antecedents I know more than I can know about a casual

acquaintance of the West End or City, a man who comes of

a good stock, and in whom honour and generous feeling are

hereditary qualities. I believe in heredity, Mr. Mountford.

My father was a peasant, but he was an honest man, and he

could trace his descent from many generations of honest, God-
fearing men. We plebeians have our old races as well as you
patricians.""

" I have never doubted that. On the Allandale estate there

are peasant families that were settled on the soil before the

signing of the great Charter freed them from their heaviest

burdens."

The game continued languidly, till Sir Joseph laid down his

cards with a thoughtful sigh, took off his spectacles, and leant

back in his chair.

" That girl doesn't like Urquhart," he said, abruptly. " I

wonder whether you noticed the change in her manner to-

night."

"Yes, Sir Joseph, I saw that Miss Arnold seemed hardly in

her usual good spirits this evening. Has Mr. Urquhart made
himself obnoxious to her in any way ?

"
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"Not to my knowledge. It is only a womanish prejudice for

which she can give no reason. I sounded her about him the

last time he was here. She doesn't like him; doesn't know
why ; objects to the colour of his hair or the shape of his nose,

perhaps. I didn't argue the matter with her, and I shouldn't

have had him here again if he hadn't offered himself. It

wouldn't have been neighbourly to say no—and here he is.

However, if she had liked him ever so well I should have felt

very doubtful about letting her marry him. I have heard some

disagreeable stories about his conduct in relation to women."

Brandon was silent. He had not been favourably impressed

by Lord Penrith's younger brother; but he did not want to

injure that gentleman's chances with Marie Arnold, having

made up his mind that Urquhart was honestly in love with her.

Sir Joseph had questioned him before to-night about his own
plans for the future—the scheme of life which he had made
for himself—and Brandon had told his host that he meant to

go back to Africa. His future lay there, in a wandering life.

He had no other ambition—no other desire. The old world of

civilisation could offer him nothing in exchange for the limitless

horizons of the desert, and the victories of the practised hunter.

Sir Joseph had argued against the foolishness of this idea,

and now to-night he took up the thread of a former conver-

sation.

" I can conceive no greater waste of life than to tramp about

a sandy wilderness and shoot lions, with occasional intervals of

malarial fever," he said.

" The life suits me as no other life could," replied Brandon.

"But have you no tie to bind you to your own country?

Have you never been in love ; or have you given your English

heart to a blackamoor V
"

" Since my boyish passion for my tutor's daughter, a buxom
young woman of nine-and-twenty, whom I adored when I wore

Eton collars, and to whom I wrote six-page love-letters every

week while I was at the University, I have been heart-whole,"

replied Brandon, with perfect frankness. " Nor does my passion

for the land of the Zambesi extend to her living products in

the shape of black beauty. I have hitherto been adamant to

the charms of the Hottentot Venus."
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"And you are free—free to fall in love with a handsome
woman and to marry her? "

" No, Sir Joseph, I am not free to marry, and I shall never

marry."
" You are not free ! Do you mean to tell me that you en-

tangled yourself by a foolish marriage while you were a lad

—

married the young woman of nine-and-twenty, your tutor's

daughter ?

"

"My tutor's daughter was far too wise to reciprocate my
boyish flame. She married one of the senior masters, and is

on the high road to become wife of a bishop."
" Yet you say you are not free to marry ?

" There are reasons in my family history which should forbid

marriage in my case, Sir Joseph," Brandon answered, gravely.

And then, as in a vision of the night, there came back upon
the old man a fair young face turned to him in a sunlit room,

a sad pale face, streaming with tears, and a gentle voice telling

him a cruel story of marriage and motherhood ending in lunacy.

Yes ; this young man's mother went out of her mind soon after

his birth, and there was a strain of madness in his blood. It

was only right that he should live and die unmarried; and

yet—but for this cruel bar—what an excellent husband he

would have made for Marie.

Sir Joseph believed in himself as a judge of character, and
he had formed a high opinion of Brandon Mountford's rectitude

and good-feeling. And then he would have liked to have shown
kindness to the son of that man whom Lucy Mountford had
loved, with a girl's innocent fancy, before she had seen the face

of her low-born husband.

CHAPTER VII.

URQUHART CONSIDERS HIMSELF ILL-USED.

That suggestion of a possible marriage had stirred the waters

of Marah in Brandon Mountford's memory. In every man s

mind there is somo Marah-pool which needs but a breath to

disturb its bitter waters. With him the pool lay still and deep;
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yet he Had an ever-present consciousness that it was there, a

silent sorrow, which made his life different from the lives of

other" young men.

The fear of hereditary madness was the shadow that wrapped
him round, and set him apart from men of his own age and

circumstances, and hemmed him in with considerations which

but rarely block a young man's pathway.

He looked back to-night in the solitude of his bedroom at

Ellerslie, with the casements flung open to the soft spring

night, and with all the waste of dark waters stretching far

away to the distant silvery line that marked the horizon, touched

with starlight. He looked back, as he often looked, and re-

membered his solitary childhood with his father's mother, old

Mrs. Mountford, widow of General Mountford, who had fought

in Arthur Wellesley's Indian campaign. He remembered that

pad childhood, his father away in India, a captain of engineers

under Sir Kobert Napier, his grandmother a gloomy woman,

evangelical, with pinched means, and a bitter sense of dis-

appointment in her only son, despondent alike of the here and

the hereafter. He remembered how when he was between

fourteen and fifteen he had been sent from Wellington College

to a house at Highgate to see his dying mother, the mother

whose face he had never looked upon within his memory. A
lucid, or semi-lucid interval, had marked the ebbing away of

life, and she had entreated to see her son, her baby, as she

called him piteously.

The tall lad stood beside her bed, holding her wasted hand

in his, looking down at her with tearful eyes ; and her first

impulse had been to repudiate him.
" Who is this great boy ? " she asked. " Mine was a little

baby."

The nurse tried to explain to her, but she did not listen to

the explanation. She was looking at the boy's face, and that

told her more than anything the nurse could say about the

years that had gone, and the changes made by time.

" Yes, yes, you are my boy," she cried. " You have your

fathers eyes. Where is he—where is my husband? Why
doesn't he come to me? He is very unkind—everybody is

unkind."
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The lad stayed at the doctor's house until all was over, and
saw much of his mother in those last few days—those weary
closing hours of life, during which her mind was clearer than

it had been in all the melancholy years since her son's birth.

From doctor and nurses the son heard the history of those

years of seclusion : her delusions, her fancies, the gleams of

reason, the intervals of utter darkness. He saw the rooms in

which she had lived, brightly furnished, home-like, comfortable

even to luxury; and he understood how the absent husband

had cared for his helpless wife, shirking no outlay that could

ensure her well-being. He walked in the garden where she

had walked, a spacious, old-fashioned garden, where the trees

and shrubs and holly hedges had been growing for more than

a century, and from which he could see the great city veiled

in its smoke-curtain, vague, formless, monstrous. He walked

there full of melancholy thoughts. The poor mother—all his

life long a prisoner within those narrow bounds. No, not quite

a prisoner. She had been allowed carriage-airings whenever

her condition permitted her being taken out of doors—carriage-

airings in the custody of a mad-house nurse. She had been no

better off than a State prisoner, at best. Years afterwards,

when he saw the rocky island of St. Marguerite, and the fortress

in which the masked prisoner endured long years of silent

solitude, his thoughts went back to the sitting-room at High-

gate, and the sunny garden above the great smoke-bound

city.

Those few days at Highgate made a crisis in Brandon Mount-

ford's youth. He went back to Wellington an altered being,

and masters and boys were alike struck with the change which

his mother's death had made in him. It was odd that he should

take his loss so deeply to heart, they said, since he had seen

very little of his mother, a confirmed invalid. Over Brandon's

life henceforth there brooded the shadow of a dark fate. He
had talked to the doctor at Highgate, had pressed him closely

upon the question of hereditary lunacy, had inquired into the

nature of his mother's malady, and had discovered that the

mental flaw had first showed itself in the form of epilepsy, from

which she had suffered as a young girl, but having, as it was

supposed, entirely outlived the tendency to that terrible disease,
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she and her parents had kept that dark experience of her girl-

hood a secret from her husband and his family, an offence which

old Mrs. Mountford had never forgiven.

Over him, too, hung that horror of possible epilepsy. He
brooded on this possibility, and magnified its terrors as only

youthful imagination can. He thought of himself as a creature

apart from his fellows, marked with the signs of a revolting

disease. "When the fifth chapter of the Second Book of Kings

was read, he compared himself with Naaman the leper; but,

alas ! the age of miraculous cures was past ; there was no river

in which he could wash and be free from the tendency that

was in his blood, the ghastly heritage from his dead mother.

He exaggerated all his boyish ailments, saw in every headache

an omen of impending evil. It may have been by reason of

these gloomy thoughts, or it may have been because his fears

were rightly grounded, and that the fatal tendency was latent

in his constitution, that the dreaded evil happened. He was
nearly eighteen years of age when the first attack occurred.

The foul fiend of epilepsy seized upon him one evening in the

school chapel, rent and tore him, and left him shattered and
weakened, with a dull despair in his heart. Henceforth he

knew himself doomed. One after another these horrible con-

vulsive seizures would tear at brain and body, until reason

would be wrecked in the struggle, and madness would close

the scene. As it had been with his mother, so it would be

with him. He gave up all idea of the army. He went to

Cambridge, worked hard there, and in his three years of

University life had only that milder form of epileptic seizure

which French physicians call le petit mal, in contradistinction

to the severe and convulsive type, or le grand mal. Sometimes,

in his rooms, with his books open before him, or on the river,

the sculls in his hands moving slowly with measured beat, there

would be a sudden lapse of consciousness. He would go on

rowing, perhaps, with a mechanical motion ; or the sculls would

cease to work, and the boat would drift with the stream for a

little way, the man sitting there lost to the world around him,

knowing nothing till the slow awakening as from a trance, with

the knowledge that he had lost himself, that in those few

minutes reason and memory had gone. The consciousness of
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this malady darkened those days which should have been full

of pleasantness ; but he managed to take a very creditable

degree, to the delight of his father, who enjoyed a year's

furlough in his son's society, travelling through France and
Italy. At Brindisi father and son parted, on board a P. and 0.

steamer, parted never to meet again on earth, for within a

few months of his return to India Major Mountford died of

jungle fever, and Brandon was lord of himself and of his

small estate.

The first use he made of his independence was to shake off

the trammels of civilisation, and to set his face towards the

wilderness. His Cambridge doctor had told him that his best

chance of warding off future attacks, and of outgrowing his

malady, would be found in a free, adventurous life—sport,

travel—under God's sky. Much learning was a thing for him
to avoid ; nor would he be wise in going to the Bar, or in

taking up medicine as a profession. He stayed at Cambridge

and worked for his degree, only to gratify his father. He had
no ambition of his own in association with the civilised world.

If he was to go through life torn by devils, let the tormentors

come upon him in the desert, where there would be none to see

him in his agony, or at least no one whose scornful pity could

smite him to the quick.

His life in the wilderness had been on the whole a happy life.

His love of sport and adventure had grown and strengthened

with the growth of his skill as a marksman and his acumen as

an explorer. Not often had his hereditary malady overtaken

him in the midst of his wanderings, but he had not been

altogether free from such visitations, and he knew that the

tendency was still unconquered, an enemy kept at bay, for the

most part, but not beaten.

What assurance had he that epilepsy might not sooner or

later develop into dementia, as in the case of his mother ?

Sir Joseph had not even hinted at his idea of Mountford as

a husband for Marie ; so there had been no harm done, the old

man told himself, as he reflected upon last night's conversation

with his guest, while he took his morning walk on the terrace,

before the nine o'clock breakfast. Brandon had started for the

river some hours before, having risen at dawn ; but he and the
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keeper had gone down to the stream alone, Urquhart pleading a

headache as a reason for staying indoors.

Marie Arnold appeared on the terrace, looking bright and

fresh in her pink cotton frock and black silk apron, soon after

eight, and joined Sir Joseph in his walk.

"A long letter from Sibyl," said the old man. "She is

coming back early next week. Her cough has quite gone, and

she is pining for home. You'll be glad to have her back again,

won't you, Marie ?
"

" Very glad. Ellerslie is not Ellerslie without her."

" And about this time next year she will be getting herself

ready for the first May Drawing-room, and then good-bye

Ellerslie, and good-bye girlhood," said Sir Joseph with a sigh.

" She will be swallowed up alive in the fashionable whirlpool,

and you and I will lose our hold upon her."

"I'm not afraid of that, Sir Joseph. I don't think anything

the world can do will ever change her."

" Well, perhaps you are right. Her mother passed through

the ordeal unchanged. She was in the world, but never of it.

She was like that young woman old John Evelyn was so fond

of, who went dancing through the fiery furnace of Court life,

play-acting and singing, and waiting upon the Queen, and

talking to the King, in a society where half the women were

—

unmentionable, and yet remained a saint to the last. Ah me !

Sweet Mrs. Godolphin died in the bloom of her youth and

beauty, like my dear wife. Well, Marie, we must reconcile

ourselves to the inevitable. Sibyl's schoolroom days are over,

and you are no longer a young girl. You must marry, my dear

;

we must find a good husband for you."
" Please don't anticipate Fate, Sir Joseph," said Marie, with

a little nervous laugh, and a vivid blush. "If Providence

means me to marry, the husband will appear in due time—and

in the meanwhile I shall be quite content to live my own quiet

life here, with old Mrs. Morison, while you and Sibyl are in

London."
" And you will not think yourself hardly used—you won't

think it hard that Sibyl should have all the pleasures the

great world can give while you are buried in this dull country

home?"
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"What right have I to envy Sibyl her life? I ought to

feel nothing but gratitude for your goodness to my mother and

me. If you had made me a servant I ought to have been

contented."

" Don't, Marie, don't ! You pain me when you talk like that.

I want you to be happy, independent, assured of a bright

future. I want you to feel that you have a claim upon me,

a strong claim—that you are as much to me as an orphan

niece could be—more than a niece—almost as much as a

daughter," added Sir Joseph, his eyes dim with tears.

" You are all goodness to me. I have had more affection

from you than I ever had from my mother, and Sibyl has been

all a sister could be. Do you think I am going to complain

because her lot is cast in the great world and mine out of it ?
"

" You are a good girl, and your lot may be happier than hers,

perhaps. Who can tell ?
"

Life went on very quietly at Ellerslie after this conversation

between Sir Joseph and his adopted daughter ; but that idea

of finding a husband for Marie Arnold was still uppermost
in his mind, and he was startled when Hubert Urquhart came
to him in his study two days later and avowed his affection for

Miss Arnold, an affection which he only waited Sir Joseph's

consent to declare to the young lady.

" What ! Have you said nothing to Marie about your
feelings?" asked Sir Joseph.

" Nothing definite. I may have hinted at the state of the

case. It has been hardly possible for me to be in her society,

and not let her see that I adore her."

" And how has she taken your hints, or your adoration ?
"

" She is an enigma to me, Sir Joseph. Yet I can but think

if I had your approval—if you showed yourself really in favour

of our marriage—she would not look unkindly upon me."
" Oh, you think she would not object if I urged your suit.

Well, Mr. Urquhart, I'll be frank with you, and confess that

you are about the last man I would choose as a husband for my
adopted daughter. I may as woll call her my adopted daughter,

for I have all a father's affection for her."

"I am assured of that, Sir Jo-eph," said Urquhart; "but

G
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I am at a loss to understand your objection to me as a match
for a young lady who, I am informed, is the daughter of a

mechanic, and who therefore would make some advance in the

social scale if she became the wife of an earl's younger son."
"

' Kind hearts are more than coronets,' Mr. Urquhart. Tour
lineage is unobjectionable ; but I cannot say as much for your

character or antecedents."

" I may have gone the pace a little," admitted Urquhart ;
" but

I have sown my wild oats."

" It is not your wild oats I am thinking about, so much as

the character of the sower," answered Sir Joseph, gravely. " I

have heard stories of your unkindness and neglect as a husband,

Mr. Urquhart. Forgive me if I say that you have not a good

character from your last place. I have been told that your wife

died of a broken heart."

" Then you have been told lies, Sir Joseph. Society seldom

forgives a man who marries out of its ranks. I married a

country parson's penniless daughter; and any unhappiness

there may have been in her life was the result of circumstances

over which I had no control. Were I to marry your adopted

daughter I conclude you would make a settlement which would

secure her from the pinch of poverty, and which might help me
to carve out a career for myself, either in politics or at the Bar."

" I would do much for a man she could love, and whom I

could trust," replied Sir Joseph, gravely. "No question of

money should stand between her and happiness. But, to be

frank with you once more, you are by no means the man I

would choose."

" I understand," said Urquhart, pale with anger, yet trying

to be courteous. " You have made your choice already, per-

haps ? Mr. Mountford is the man you would prefer."

"Mr. Mountford is out of the question. He is a bachelor by
inclination, and is bent upon a roving life in South Africa."

" Perhaps, Sir Joseph, after your frank depreciation of my
character—I had better pack my portmanteau and leave the

salmon to more favoured anglers. I have no right to inflict an
unwelcome guest upon your family circle."

" Don't talk nonsense, man. I may object to you as a

husband for an impulsive, inexperienced girl—but that's no
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reaEon why I should turn you out of doors. Stop as long as

you like; only give Made no more hints of your adoration.

I have an idea that she is tolerably heart-whole, so far as you
are concerned."

Urquhart did not order the packing of his portmanteau. The
salmon river was very attractive at this season, and it would
not have suited his plans to leave Ellerslie, above all to leave

Brandon Mountford master of the situation ; for let Sir Joseph

say what he would, Urquhart thought that Mountford's preten-

sions would be favoured. Mountford's family was as good as

his, Urquhart's ; and Mountford's antecedents offered no ugly

blots to the inquiring eye. He had clone well at the University.

He had never made himself notorious by riotous living or debt.

He had won renown as a fine shot and a sagacious explorer,

and had published a record of his travels which had been

praised by the critics and appreciated by the public. In such

a man as this Urquhart saw a dangerous rival. He saw, too,

that Marie was interested in Mountford, and that it needed but

some show of sympathy on his part to win her heart. Here,

however, he was puzzled. Mountford seemed careless of charms

which kindled Urquhart's warmest feelings. Was this coldness

simulated, the mask of some deep design ; or was the man really

indifferent ? Urquhart watched him closely, and could surprise

no touch of tenderness amidst his unvarying courtesy
;
yet his

own natural bent towards dissimulation inclined him to believe

that Mountford was masking his batteries. There are some

women who care only for the unattainable; and it might be

that Marie thought all the more of Mountford because she had

been unable to subjugate him. Urquhart had tried the other

plan and had failed ignominiously

Mountford had been nearly three weeks at Ellerslie, and

seemed to have interwoven himself into the family hfe. Sir

Joseph had taken a cordial liking for him, and it was the old

man's hearty kindness which induced him to protract his visit

much beyond his original intention.

" I don't know what we shall do without you when you leave

us," said Sir Joseph. " We shall miss him sadly when he goes,

shan't we, Marie '?

"

He did not see Marie Arnold's blush, as she bent over the
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newspaper she had been reading, and he thought her answer

was cold and careless. And then he remembered Brandon's

determination to remain unmarried—a resolve that was perhaps

over scrupulous, since his mother's malady might have be-

queathed no fatal taint to him,—and he thought it a merciful

dispensation that Marie Arnold should be careless and indifferent.

It was after seven o'clock when Mountford came home that

evoning. He had been for a lonely ramble over the moor, glad

to escape from Urquhart's society, even at the sacrifice of sport.

Urquhart's conversation was the essence of worldly wisdom, of

the streets streety ; and a man who has spent his happiest years

in the solitary places of the earth, and has communed with God
and Nature under tropical stars, does not find much salt or

savour in the gossip of clubs, or the intrigues and money
troubles of men about town.

" I never knew such a fellow for not beiug interested in things

that interest other men," said Urquhart discontentedly, when
one of his choicest anecdotes had fallen flat. " I don't believe

you care even for the turf."

"Not a jot," answered Brandon. "I admire a race-horse

because he is the perfection of blood and speed, not because he

can win a cup."

"Your indifference makes you very bad company," grumbled

Urquhart. " We can't all shoot lions."

To-day Brandon had bathed his brain and senses in solitude,

and he felt all the better for the long ramble in the wild bleak

country. He had seen Killander Castle afar off, tall and grey

above the ridge of the moor, and he had wondered idly whether

he would ever see it nearer, and what kind of a man its owner,

Urquhart's eldest brother, might be. And now in the fading

light he walked up the hill, and by the winding shrubberied

road that led to Ellerslie House. A carriage was driving a

little way in front of him as he passed the lodge-gate. It

disappeared at the first turn of the road, and he thought no
more of it, until he saw it standing before the porch, while a

footman busied himself in carrying various articles of luggage,

handbags, books, umbrellas, and such small deer, into the hall.

From the hall came a sound of voices, Sir Joseph's strong
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baritone, and a girlish voice which was like music, so low and
sweetly toned. Could it be the daughter of the house ? Brandon
went into the hall feeling shyer than he had ever been in his

life before. In those last days of confidential intercourse in

Italy, when the father and son had talked together as man and
man, Major Mountford had told his son that pathetic story of a
hopeless love, struggled against valiantly, and never revealed.

The thought that he was going to see the daughter of the

woman his father had loved thrilled him strangely. He had
been told that Sibyl was like her mother, and it was with a
feeling almost of awe that he approached the girl of eighteen.

He remembered an old photograph, grey and faded, a poor

little photograph taken on the beach at Bojmor by an itinerant

photographer—tbe portrait of a girl in a broad-brimmed hat

and an old-fashioned frock, but with oh, so sweet and delicate

a countenance—features so refined in their chiselling, such

lovely lines of chin and throat, and such a slender, graceful

figure ! His father had taken that poor little photograph from

his despatch-box. It was on glass, and it had accompanied

him all over India without coming to grief; and from the

shadow-land of death and vanished years the young face had
looked at Brandon dimly, like a ghost.

Yes, there were the same features, the same gracious lines,

the same soft depth in the dark grey eyes that were looking at

him now.

"Hullo, Mountforxl," cried Sir Joseph, gaily; "the master of

the house has come home. No more lax behaviour now ! We
shall have to mind our manners. Come and be introduced to

my tyrant."

Sibyl held out her hand to him in the frankest, friendliest way.
" I am ever so much obliged to you for helping to keep father

in good spirits," she said.
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CHAPTER VIII.

DKEAMING AND WAKING.

Life at Ellerslie took a new colour for Brandon Mountford

after that day. It had been pleasant, easy, unconventional

from the beginning. He had felt the cordiality of Sir Joseph's

•welcome, the assurance that his presence gave pleasure to his

host—but these things made an every-day happiness, and thero

was nothing wonderful or dream-like in a well-found country

house, a fine salmon river, and a cheery old man who had

begun his ascent to Fortune's Temple on the lowest rung of the

ladder.

Sibyl's coming had changed the country house into an

enchanted palace, the wind-blown terrace and lawns and

shrubberies overlooking the bleak Irish Sea into an earthly

paradise. Her coming had changed life into a lovely dream.

Her light figure moving to and fro oa the rough banks of the

river transformed that stream into a magical watercourse lead-

ing to an unexplored Eden. "When a boating expedition was

proposed one day he almost expected to find the boat drifting

into the azure light of caverns as blue as the vast blue vault at

Capri. He expected anything wonderful and abnormal rather

than the rude, grey hills and the barren moorland.

In the beginning he surrendered himself blindly to the

enchantment of this girl's society. He knew that he could

never think of himself, or be thought of by Sir Joseph, as a

possible husband for this heiress of mines and millions. Sir

Joseph had frankly stated his ambitious hopes for his daughter.

"She must marry a peer, my dear Mountford," he said. "I

want her to rise to the sphere which her mother left when she

stooped to marry me. I want to see her a Countess, before I

die. She is pretty enough, and she will be rich enough to be a

Duchess—if there were an eligible Duke. I won't marry her to

a fortune-seeker or a profligate, Mountford. I may be ambitious,

but I won't sacrifice my girl's happiness, even to make her a

peeress."

All this had been said more than once before Sibyl's return,
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and all this Mountford had accepted as inevitable—a decree of

destiny, since Sir Joseph was the kind of man to carry out his

own ideas to the letter, and it would be hard if among the

bachelor Peers of Great Britain a worthy as well as a titled

husband could not be found for his heiress. Mountford knew
himself out of the running.

" Were I a Duke, and the inheritor of a couple of shires, I

should be just as ineligible as I am now," he thought. " Nothing

would ever induce me to link my life with a dearer life, and
blight the heart that loved me."

Having thus made up his mind about himself—having set

himself resolutely on the side of the celibates—Brandon Mount-
ford made the mistake which men are apt to make in such

circumstances. He was too secure of himself. He thought

that he might reckon in advance of the Greybeard, Time, and
think of himself as a middle-aged unimpressionable misogynist,

while he was still in the very morning of life, much fresher in

heart and brain than the majority of young men, since he had
never blunted his feelings in the mill-round of youthful dissi-

pations—had not wasted the first fervent love of boyhood upon
the syrens and sylphs of the music-halls or the dancing-club

—

had not been spoiled or wearied by the vacuity and parrot-

speech of the modish young lady, who is by way of being

sporting or fast.

To Brandon Mountford an English girl in the morning of her

youth was almost a new creation. Had Aphrodite herself met
him in some cavern of that bleak shore, in the half light of

daybreak, she could not have seemed more enchanting than

Sibyl in the grace and purity of her unspoiled girlhood. He
yielded unresistingly to the charm of her presence, accepted

her friendly advances, telling her lightly that she was to think

of him as a newly discovered poor relation, something of the

nature of an uncle.

" You might as well call me uncle, Miss Higginson," he said

one day, when he was assisting Sibyl and Marie not to catch

salmon.

They had taken a good many lessons in the art of throwing

a fly, but had not yet achieved the distinction of a bite.

" Oh, I couldn't possibly do that," Sibyl answered, decisively

;
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" you are much too young for an uncle. I'll call you cousin, if

you like, though perhaps even that would sound foolish. But
we are a kind of cousins, aren't we ?

"

" Yes, we are cousins—in the third degree."

" I'm glad of that. I like to know that I am related to you.

Father likes you so much, quite as well as if you were his

nephew. Please call me Sibyl in future. Miss Higginson is

dreadfully formal, and it is such an ugly name."

It was agreed therefore that they were to call each other

Brandon and Sibyl.

" We are actually cousins," Sibyl explained, the first time she

uttered the visitor's Christian name in her father's hearing, " so

it would be absurd to go on mistering and missing each

other."

The speech was so frankly spoken that Sir Joseph took no

alarm at the idea. He, too, had accepted Brandon Mountford

as a harmless bachelor cousin. He had met dozens of such

'young men in society; young men as harmless, and often as

necessary, by reason of their helpfulness in all the minor details

of domestic life, as the often-quoted cat. He had no idea that

such an existence could menace his dearest hopes.

The time came, too soon for Brandon's peace, after ten or

twelve days of unalloyed bliss, when the young man knew his

own peril. He knew that he loved Sibyl with the love that

means the happiness or misery of a lifetime—or, at least, of all

life's best years. There may be healing for such a wound, but

it is a cure so gradual and so tardy that the convalescent

hardly knows whether the passing years have conquered his

passion or worn out his heart.

He knew that he loved her—knew that his delight in her

society was something stronger and deeper than a man's pleasure

in the company of a lovely and fascinating girl—knew that the

lightest touch of her hand thrilled him, that the sound of her

voice, heard casually from the garden while he was writing a

letter by the open window of his own room, would set his heart

beating and make him write nonsense.

They had been rarely alone together ; they had only talked

to each other in the lightest strains upon the most casual

subjects. Marie was always with them, walking by sea or
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moor, lounging on the terrace, lingering over the friendly tea

table, visiting the stables, driving, riding, Marie was as in-

evitable as Sibyl's shadow. Brandon might have thought that

this perpetual companionship on Miss Arnold's part was in

obedience to orders from Sir Joseph ; but Sir Joseph's whole way
of life was too unsophisticated to allow of such an idea. No, Sir

Joseph trusted his guest, and it was for his guest to prove

worthy of the confidence that had been so freely given. Brandon
knew that he had been received on the strength of his race

;

warranted trustworthy, as it were, because of the good blood

that flowed in his veins, the gentleman's heritage of honour

and self-respect. Not for all that this earth can give of happi-

ness would he have proved himself unworthy of the good man's

confidence.

Thinking over that "shadowing" of Sibyl by Marie Arnold,

he accounted for it to his own satisfaction as a sign of the

elder girl's jealous attachment to her adopted sister. It must
be jealousy, and only jealousy, which made Marie dog their

footsteps, and intrude her own personality upon every conver-

sation, every small scheme of amusement. There were times

when he could see that even Sibyl was annoyed by the elder

girl's obtrusiveness. They could talk of no subject in which

Marie would not take her part, sometimes talking sheer non-

sense, in her eagerness to join in their conversation.

Whatever the feeling was which influenced this strong and

passionate nature, it was a feeling that totally changed the

girl's manner—and the change, in Brandon's opinion, was greatly

for the worse. He could but compare the Marie Arnold of the

present—vehement, excitable, dictatorial even—with the Marie

Arnold of those quiet days before Sibyl's return. Then the

dependant had been all gentleness, modest, retiring, given to

thoughtful silence rather than overmuch speech. Now she was

loquacious, irritable, capricious, changing without apparent

reason from exaggerated gaiety to sullen gloom—resenting

unintended slights, exacting, pettish.

To Brandon the change became hourly more mysterious, and

more worrying.

" You know Miss Arnold better than I do," he said to

Urquhart one evening in the billiard-room, " and perhaps you
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can tell me if she is often as disagreeable as she was to-day

during our river excursion ?
"

" In my sight Marie Arnold can never be disagreeable. She

is simply the loveliest woman I know, and the most fascinating."

" I did not know you were so ardent an admirer. She is

handsome, unquestionably—in a certain style—and I can under-

stand your admiring her. But I think you will admit that she

has changed for the worse since Miss Higginson's return."

"Possibly. I dare say she feels her false position a little

more keenly when Sibyl is at home."
" You are pleased to talk of a false position—out really I

don't see where the falsehood comes in. Sir Joseph treats her

with unwavering kindness."

" Sir Joseph treats his collie dog with unwavering kindness;

but do you suppose such a girl as Marie—conscious of the

highest gifts a woman can possess—does not feel the difference

between the acknowledged and the unacknowledged daughte"

—the heiress and the dependent ?
"

" I don't think Miss Arnold—or any friend of Miss Arnold's

—has the right to jump at conclusions upon such a subject as

that," returned Brandon, with grave displeasure.

He liked, and even respected, Sir Joseph Higginson, and on

that account alone was inclined to resent the insinuation that

this girl, whose presence was an ostensible fact in the family

circle, could be the offspring of some low intrigue. Much more
did he dislike the idea that Sibyl's companion and friend should

be a baseborn sister, the inheritor of a mother's shame.

"Perhaps, as Sir Joseph is a very good fellow, and a mil-

lionaire, the wisest course for all of us is to imagine his moral

character stainless," Urquhart retorted, with an open sneer.

" For my part I am inclined to think him human, and that his

affection for Marie Arnold has its root in an unforgotten love

of his youth. I don't believe in abstract benevolence— or

adopted nieces."

Suddenly, swiftly it was borne in upon Brandon Mountford

that this Paradise along whose sunlit paths he had been wander-

ing, lost in a dream of unquestioning bliss—was a Paradise from

which he must flee; and that, once having left Eden, those
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good angels, Self-respect and Honour, standing -with flaming

swords on either side of the gate, would forbid his return. He
had been trusted in that household—he had been warned by
implication against any attenij)t to win Sibyl's heart : and now
he shrank appalled, bewildered, yet overjoyed, at the thought

that her heart was almost won.

Yes, albeit they were so rarely together and alone, even for a

few minutes, he had seen the signs of a growing interest in him
and his life. He had seen the fair young face steeped in those

sudden overwhelming blushes which tell of nascent love. He
had seen Sibyl start at his footstep—beam with gladness at his

approach. He had seen her intense interest in those stories

of his travels which he had told casually at first, and with a

diffident apprehension of becoming a bore, but which both Sibyl

and Marie had urged him to enlarge upon, and to repeat not

once, but several times—stories of lions—stories of savage foes

—stories of fever—stories of tricksters and card-sharpers at

Port Natal—stories of buffaloes lost or dead—of extinguished

camp fires—there was no detail of his adventurous wanderings
in which those two listeners were not interested.

"I feel like a modern Othello with a pair of Desdemonas,"
he said lightly, one afternoon as he was sculling lazily with the

current, while Sibyl and Marie sat in the stern of the skiff,

Sibyl holding the rudder-lines, and then he quoted, almost

automatically

—

" She loved me for the dangers I had pasa'd

:

And I loved her, that she did pity them."

" Oh, Sibyl," he cried, as the nose of the boat swung suddenly
round, " what a jerk ! Is that your idea of steering ?

"

"I—I—beg your pardon. Brandon. I thought that barge

was coming towards us.'

" That barge " was hugging the furthermost shore, about a
quarter of a mile away. Brandon glanced at Marie, and was
surprised at the angry light in the large dark eyes ; surprised

at the searching gaze which the elder girl fixed upon Sibyl's

drooping eyelids and blushing cheeks.
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CHAPTER IX.

IN THE PINE WOOD.

Brandon Mottntfoed had talked of leaving Ellerslie several

times before his final resolution to fly from danger; but on
each occasion Sir Joseph had pressed him to stay.

"You don't want to be in London, Mountford," he said.

" You are not a man about town like Urquhart. Loudon
can get on without you, even though the season has begun.

Urquhart tells me he must be in town before the twentieth.

You may as well stop till then. You two fellows are company
for each other ; and I like to see young people about my house."

And on each occasion Brandon had weakly yielded, believing

that if sadness should be the bitter after-fruit of joy the sadness

would be for himself alone, and the girl he loved in secret would

go on her way, happy and heart-whole, to gladden some luckier

life than his.

But now it had been made clear to him, by casual looks and
tones, and innocent girlish emotions, that his love was returned
—and there was no choice for him as a man of honour. He
must go. It was not a question of ways and means. Had there

been no barrier but his poverty between the heiress and himself,

he would have hazarded being thought a fortune-hunter, and
would have risked a rough refusal from Sir Joseph. He would
at least have pleaded his own cause, offered the devotion of an
honourable man, and taken his chance with the father. But
between him and the woman he loved, there stood a hideous
spectre,—the shadow that walketh at noon-day—the terror of

a disease whose lightest aspect would chill that tender womanly
heart, and whose fiercer phases might bring disgust as well as

fear to the mind which now associated him with only noble and
gracious things.

Horrible, thrice horrible, that the girl he loved should ever

look upon him in the clutch of those devils whose grip he had
once felt, rending and tearing him. A year of cloudless wedded
life could not obliterate one moment of that grisly horror,

when the face she loved would be convulsed and changed,
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and the lips she had kissed would be disfigured with foam and
blood.

No, love and marriage, the natural lot of other men, from the

peer to the ploughman, were not for Brandon Mountford. Fate

had given him good looks, a keen intelligence, a fine frame,

—

but Pate had laid upon him the burden of hereditary disease,

and he must bear his burden with manly fortitude. He must
not let an innocent and loving girl wither under the blight that

lay upon him.

Once during those happy days at Ellerslie, just when he was

beginning to realise the fact that his love was returned, and

was beginning to foreshadow the sorrow of parting, he was
reminded of his misery by an attack of " le petit mal." Sitting

in the sunlit garden watching Marie and Sibyl playing tennis

—

two supple flying forms, in gowns whose whiteness flashed in

the sunshine—the cloud came over him. He sat with fixed

unseeing eyes, knowing nothing, till he heard a clock striking

the hour, and awakening as from a dull and heavy sleep, he

saw that the two girls had left the tennis court, that the net

had been taken down, and he was sitting alone. That attack,

slight and harmless though it was, roused Mountford to imme-
diate action. Finding it very difficult to resist Sir Joseph's

hospitable urgency, strengthened as it was by his own unwilling-

ness to depart, Mountford made all his preparations for depar-

ture quietly one morning, packed portmanteau and fishing

tackle without asking help from anybody, with all the handi-

ness of a traveller accustomed to roughing it in an uncivilised

country. He had made up his mind irrevocably. He would
leave Ellerslie next morning for London, spend the summer
among his friends in or near London, and go back to Africa in

the autumn. He meant to say nothing more about departure

till he met Sir Joseph at breakfast on the following morning,

when he could take a swift and sudden leave on the pretence of

a summons from a kinsman, which excuse would not be a very

great divergence from truth, since an old bachelor uncle, his

mother's elder brother, who had made a fortune as a banker in

Melbourne, had for some time been urgent in his invitations.

Mountford had excused himself from accompanying Urquhart

to the river, and had left Sibyl and her inseparable companion
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sauntering together on the terrace outside the breakfast-room,

perhaps waiting for him to propose river, or sea, or moorland

ramble. Whatever they might have intended, Brandon Mount-
ford left them to their own devices, and went straight to his

room, where he began the prosaic task of folding his clothes,

and disposing them in two well-worn portmanteaux, which

smelt of tar and sea-water; and. of looking over and packing

his supply of flies and tackle, thinking with a despairing

mournfulness of the river which he might never fish again.

Never had he been so happy—or so unhappy—as at Ellerslie.

He paused in his morning's work once as he crossed the room,

arrested by his own image in the cheval glass. He stopped to

survey himself, deliberately, from top to toe, looking at himself

with the smile of bitterness, the smile that curls the lips with

an upward curve, while the eyes remain fixed and gloomy.
" Not half a bad-looking fellow," he commented scornfully,

" tall, well set up, a broad forehead, a bold, well-opened eye,

features fairly regular, skin without a blemish."

And then he took a book from the pocket of his portmanteau

—

a thin, cloth-bound octavo—and opened it at a page which had
been read often enough for the volume to open of its own accord

at that particular place.

This was the passage he had marked with the broad, heavy

stroke of a red pencil :

—

" Characteristics—turgescence of face, distortion of mouth and
eyes, immobility of pupil, bloody froth issuing from mouth.

This is the usual attack, or the grand mal."
" Not much room for a man to be vain of his- looks who is

subject to such a transformation as that," he said to himself, as

he put the book back into its hiding-place.

He had bought this exhaustive treatise upon his malady, by

a specialist, after his first attack, and had read and re-read the

dismal details so coldly, so plainly described, not for the study

of the sufferer, but for the calmer intelligence of the healer, the

man of science, to whom the most revolting of maladies is only

an interesting study, most interesting when most terrible.

He had read the whole history of this strange disease. He
had read of individual cases, and their abnormal developments.

He had hung with a grisly fascination over the story of the
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unhappy victim, -who, after being subject to epilepsy in its normal
form from his childhood, at seven and twenty years of age
suffered a sudden change in the nature of his malady, and
became the victim of a murderous instinct which he resisted

with the greatest difficulty, wrestling with himself as the

demoniacs of old wrestled, fightiDg against the savage thirst

for bloodshed which urged him to slay even his nearest and
dearest, the mother he loved, the father he had honoured and
obeyed all his life.

That story of horror had eaten itself, like some corroding

acid, into Brandon's brain. What if over his distorted mind
that same fierce thirst of blood should come—suddenly, like a

fiery atmosphere steeping his senses—suddenly, like the brand-

ing heat of the tropical sun leaping out of a tempestuous sky ?

There was no reason why he should not suffer a change as

terrible as that which had made this Swabian peasant's life an
existence of fear and trembling.

Horror unutterable, to have won the woman he loved, to have
promised to care for her and cherish her, to be trusted and loved

by her ; and after a year or so of bliss to wake one day a creature

of demoniac impulses, transformed from man to devil, yet know-
ing himself man, fighting against his evil genius, conscious of

his criminal instincts, yet unable to conquer them, unable to

save himself from his own insane longings, and feeing the wife

he worshipped fall at his feet, his idol and his victim.

Yes, in that homicidal fury he might murder her—her, the

woman he loved.

The horror of the thought was strong upon him as he sank
into a chair by the bed, and buried his face in the pillows. It

was foolish to have opened that accursed book, he told himself,

a book not intended for the lay mind. What good could it do
him to read of extreme cases ? His was not an abnormal case

—might never become severe or exceptional, although his

mother's history had been of the saddest. He bore no resem-

blance to his mother, physically. She had been fragile and
delicate, pale, ethereal. He was strongly built, like his fathef,

tall, and broad shouldered, hardy and active. He had been

living down the danger of inherited malady ever since those

first threatcnings of evil. No, ho would not be such a coward
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as to dwell upon hideous forebodings. He would make that

one sacrifice which honour and conscience demanded of him.

He would live and die a stranger to those domestic ties which

form so large a portion of man's happiness ; but he would not

poison his solitary existence by brooding over darkest pos-

sibilities.

He would call Christian philosophy to his aid. He would not

look beyond the evil of to-day, towards the potential misery of

the coming years.

Argue with himself as he might, the opening of that book

had unhinged him. He left his packing half finished, and went

down to the drawing-room whence he had heard the sound of

the piano, and two fresh young voices in an Italian duet, which

he knew well as a favourite with the two girls. The gong

sounded for luncheon as he entered the room, and Sybil rose

from the piano. They all three went together to the dining-

room, and took their seats at a table that was much too large

for so small a party. Sir Joseph had gone to Carlisle on railway

business, and Urquhart was spending the day on the banks of

the river.

" I thought you were with Mr. Urquhart," Sibyl said to

Brandon, " or that you would hardly have deserted us all the

morning."
" I had some work that I was obliged to do. I was a martyr

to duty."

" Letter-writing, I suppose. I know what a burden that is,"

Sibyl answered lightly. "I could not spare one of my in-

numerable aunts and cousins, but it weighs rather heavily upon

me when they all want long gossipy letters. There is not much
material for gossip at Ellerslie."

" No, I suppose you do find a dearth of incident sometimes,"

Brandon answered absently, his eyes looking down at his plate.

He ate hardly anything, and might be said to lunch upon a

glass of claret and a biscuit—and he who had been accustomed

to sustain the leading part in all their conversation to-day hardly

^p»oke a word.

He looked up suddenly and found Sibyl's eyes fixed upon

him, the fair young face full of anxiety. She blushed as their

eyes met.
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" Whatever your work was, I'm afraid it was too much for

you," she said hurriedly. " You are looking very white and
tired. Is he not looking ill, Marie ? " she asked, with an em-
barrassed air, as if she wanted to cover her own too anxious

regard for his welfare by making it a general question.

" I daresay Mr. Mountford feels the sudden change to summer
heat as much as the rest of us," Marie Arnold answered, " but
whatever his sufferings may be, he ought to be flattered at

finding himself the object of such solicitude on your part."

Sibyl gazed at her in wondering distress—could this be Marie,

Marie who had loved her with more than a sister's affection ?

Marie, her slave, her worshipper, whose sympathy had never

been wanting in her life till within these last few weeks, when
an inexplicable change had been coming over her?

They sat in silence till the end of the meal—an idle formula

for all three. They rose in silence, and Sibyl walked listlessly

to an open window on her way to the garden, while Marie went

quickly out at the door, so quickly that Brandon had no time

to open it for her. He followed Sibyl to the garden, overtook

her on the terrace, and walked by her side, slowly and for the

most part dumbly, to the sunk lawn, where the girls often

played tennis.

" We shall have no tennis this afternoon, I'm afraid," said

Sibyl, obliged to talk about something, since her embarrassment

made silence painful. " Marie is not in the humour for

tennis."

"She seems rather in an ungracious mood. Is she subject

to that kind of outbreak ?
"

" She is a little impetuous and hot-headed at times, but she

never used to be out of temper with me."
" I fancy jealousy is at the bottom of the mystery, Sibyl."

" Jealousy ?
"

Sibyl echoed the word with lips that trembled faintly as she

looked at him.

" Yes, Miss Arnold has one of those unhappy tempers in

which affection takes its most exacting form. She loves you

intensely, and she is jealous of the slightest kindness you show

to any one else. She sees that you are inclined to be my friend

—to accept me as a kinsman—almost as a brother
"

H
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" Almost as a brother," Sibyl echoed, in a whisper so faint as

to escape Brandon's ear.

"She saw your kind concern about my haggard looks, and
she was angry that you should be anxious about anyone but

herself. You must care only for her. She loves you with all

her heart and mind—as we are told we must love God—and she

wants all your heart and mind in return."

" She has always been warm-hearted and affectionate, but I

bad no idea she could be jealous. She was never so disagreeable

as she was to-day."

"No? It was hard that she should grudge me your kindly

feeling to-day of all days, for it is my last at Ellerslie."

He could not keep his eyes from her face as he made the

announcement. He had meant to tell her nothing of his

intention till next day, and then to take a hurried farewell, to

give no time for the betrayal of strong feeling on either side.

But seeing her tender concern for his health, so innocently

indicated in her womanly speech at luncheon, his resolution

had faltered, and he had abandoned the idea of getting over all

difficulties by a brutal suddenness. No, he thought, it was
better to tell her quietly, and, if need were, to explain his

motives. He could not let her think that she was nothing to

him, and that her love had been wasted on a stock or stone.

Her face whitened, and after walking at his side in silence

for a few minutes she sank helplessly upon the first garden

seat to which they came, sank down without a word, and sat pale

and dumb.
" The work which tired me this morning was the work of

packing my portmanteaux," Brandon pursued. " I travel with-

out a servant, and like looking after my own belongings. I

have had a glorious time at Ellerslie, and I never can be grateful

enough for your kindness, which has made the place as dear

and as homelike as if I had been born here, or for Sir Joseph's

generous hospitality to a man who had no claim upon him."
" Oh, but you have a claim upon him—in his mind a very

strong claim. You are my mother's kinsman, and he loves

all whom she loved, or who belong to her by race or kindred."

" He is the most generous man I know. There are men in

his position who might dislike me because I am the son of
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the man whose despairing, unspoken love was given to Lucy
Mountford. You know my father's story, I daresay, Sibyl ?

"

" I know that he loved my mother, before she and my father

ever met, with a love that could never be told, for he learnt to

love her unawares—and too late. My father told me the story

a year ago when he gave me some of my mother's jewels. It

pleased him to talk to me about her, and her trustfulness in

him."
" Yes, he loved her too late. That is the story, a common

story in Mayfair. My poor father's fate was a sad one—and he

left a gloomy heritage to me."
" I don't understand—do you mean that he left you poorly

provided for ? " faltered Sibyl.

" Poorly provided for ! Sibyl, do you think I am the kind of

man to whine because I have to bear the burden of narrow

means ? I can cry with Othello

—

' Steep me in poverty to th«

very lips.' I can laugh at poverty—could fight the battle of

life with the best of the rich men I know. The inheritance

which darkens my life is a heavier cross than the pinch of

poverty. My heritage is a malady which sets me apart from

my fellow-men, and which has determined me to go down to

my grave without wife or home—a wanderer on the face of

the earth."

Sibyl listened silently, but her tightly clasped hands and the

tears which trembled on her eyelids were enough to indicate

her feelings. She had only one idea of hereditary malady, and
that was consumption. She had heard of those who were

doomed in their cradles to early death ; of lovely girls fading

in the dawn of youth ; of young men drooping and withering

when life seemed fairest ; victims of a fate which those who
knew their family history had foretold from the beginning of the

life-journey.

Faintly, timidly, she murmured words of hopefulness. " You
look so strong, and you have led such an active life, Brandon.

Surely, even if your father was consumptive, there is no reason

that you should inherit "

"Consumptive !" exclaimed Brandon, catching at the word.

Yes, it was better for him that she should believe the hereditary

taint to be that—only phthisis—a disease which has always an
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interesting aspect to the lay mind—the gradual decay, the fatal

beauty of hectic colouring and lustrous eyes. Far better that

she should think him the foredoomed victim to consumption

than that he should be forced to explain the horrible truth,

to trouble her imagination with hideous images. "I have

accepted my fate, Sybil," he went on. " It is only within the

last few weeks that I have felt the cruelty of my destiny,—but

I should be something less than a man if I were to ask the girl

I love to share my burden."
" If she really loved you she would wish to share it—to be

your nurse and comforter, should your fears ever be realised,

or to help you to forget that you have any cause for fear—until,

perhaps, you and she would be able to look back in the time to

come, and smile at your past fears."

" No, no, Sibyl, that is an alluring picture. Great God, what
a world of happiness you spread before me with a few little

words. No, Sibyl, such happiness is not for me. I have to

carve out a sterner path for myself—to be content with a life of

adventure—to find my companions and pleasures in scenes so

shifting and varied that the tasks and dangers of my daily

existence will crowd out regretful memories, and leave no time

for brooding upon that which might have been. I have made
up my mind. I shall never marry."

" I have no doubt it will be easy for you to adhere to that

resolution," Sybil said, with an assumed lightness, wounded to

the quick by a speech which to her own mind implied a

rejection of her sympathy. " You are fond of a life of adventure

;

and if you do not care for anybody, and are not likely to

care
"

" If I do not care ! Oh, Sibyl, you know as well as i do—
you must surely know—how much I care ; how entirely my life

has slipped out of my own keeping and has become dependent
for all its sunshine upon another life. Why should we fence

with facts, and make elaborate speeches to each other as if we
were strangers, as if it were not in our blood to care for eaeh
other—you, the child of the woman my father adored, and who
gave him her love, not knowing that he was fettered and bound ?

I had made up my mind to leave this place with my story
untold ; to carry my* secret—if it should be a secret—away with
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me into the wilderness, to bury it there in the explorer's shifting

camp. All my plans were made for a sudden departure to-

morrow morning, without a word of love or sorrow ; but one
little look of yours just now at luncheon was enough to break

down every determination. I resolved that you should at least

know how dearly you are loved, and how Fate has foredoomed

your lover. I am glad Miss Arnold has given me a chance of

saying all this to your ear only ; but even had she been as

watchful of you as she usually is, I must have spoken—even her

presence could not have silenced me."
" If you really mean what you have said, if it is not mere

idle flattery, perhaps meant only to spare me the humiliation

of having seemed to care too much for you "

" Sibyl, I have not spoken half the truth."

"I can't help believing you," she said naively. "I hardly

think you would be so cruel as to deceive me. Yes, Brandon,

I do believe that you love me, as truly and faithfully as I love

you ; and I want you to understand that even at the worst,

if you were destined to suffer long years of ill-health—to die

while you are still young—in spite of all that love and care

can do to save you—even if it were so," she went on, her voice

broken by sobs, " I have no higher hope than to be your wife,

your nurse, and your consoler, to lighten all the burdens of

life for you, to crowd into those short years of yours all the

happiness that this beautiful earth can give in its fairest places,

under the brightest skies. Let me be your wife, Brandon. I

know that you are poor, and that my father has other views

—

ambitious ideas which he will forget for my sake. He has only

to know how much I care for you, and he will consent to

anything I ask."

"Stop! for God's sake, stop!" cried Brandon, starting to his

feet, snatching away the hand upon which she had laid her

own with a tremulously fluttering touch. " You don't know
what you are talking about. Hereditary phthisis is bad enough

—a martyrdom for patient and nurse—a melancholy pilgrimage

towards an untimely grave, along a path beset with stones that

wound and thorns that tear—not by any means the poetical

fading from life which poets have taught you to believe. But

phthisis is a kindly disease compared with the doom that hangs
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over me. My lot is the torment you have read of in the Gospel.

I am the man possessed of devils ; and there is no Divine Healer

upon earth now to exorcise Satan's crew. The devils have it

all their own way. Science has only found palliative measures,

she has found no more, for the epileptic. He must bear his

burden. As yet my malady has not shown itself at its worst,

but the worst will come, no doubt, in due time. I, too, shall

be an interesting case—my paroxysms will be worthy of record

in the text books. God knows what form those latter phases

may assume. It might be murder."

"Brandon! Oh, how can you say such things? It could

never be ! You are giving yourself up to groundless fears. I

am not afraid
"

"Not afraid, even of devils? Ah, Sibyl, I know, I know!
With good women love means a vocation for martyrdom. But
I am not the man to accept such a sacrifice. My dear love, my
dear, dear love, you have given me a memory to cherish and
take comfort from through all the days of my life. You have

made me ineffably happy ; but my happiness must go hand in

hand with renunciation. I must never more be your friend

and companion, till the years have made us grave, elderly

people, and I can be the homely, unobtrusive ami de la maison

—a godfather, a souffre-douleur for your children. Let me
kiss you, just once—the kiss of a long farewell ; and then I

shall be able to say

—

' She has loved me—I have lived.'

"

The words came in a torrent. The man looked radiant,

exalted by the passion of self-sacrifice.

Sibyl had risen from the bench, and was standing looking at

nim pleadingly, with parted lips that seemed to be struggling

for words in which to oppose his decision. He caught her

suddenly in his arms, and silenced those tremulous lips with

a kiss.

" Once, and once only, he said. " That kiss has to last me
for life."

He released her from his arms, and looking up saw Marie

Arnold standing a few paces behind Sibyl, as if she had

suddenly stopped in her approach to them.

The look in her face chilled him—checked the rushing tide

of passion. What a terrible face it was, pale to ghastliness,
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with livid lips. If this was what jealousy made of the girl he

remembered in the bright friendliness of their earlier acquaint-

ance, jealousy must be indeed a fiendish passion.

Her expression changed as he looked at her, but quickly as

she controlled her countenance, he could see the effort it cost

her to quiet those writhing lips, and summon up a pale cold

smile.

" I have been looking for you everywhere, Sibyl," she said.

" I wanted to know your plans for the afternoon."

"I have no plans. I think you might allow me an afternoon

to myself, without roaming about ia search of me like an

unquiet spirit."

" An afternoon to yourself and Mr. Mountford, I suppose you

mean ?
"

" Precisely. Mr. Mountford and I have a good deal to talk

about on his last day at Ellerslie."

"His last day!"

The words came in a gasp, and Marie's large dark eyes turned

to Mountford with a look of undisguised despair.

" Is that true ? " she asked. " Are you really going away—
to-morrow?"

" Yes, Miss Arnold ; even the most delightful visit must end.

My visit to Ellerslie has been unconscionably long."

" But Sir Joseph doesn't know that you are going. I heard

him begging you to stay till the end of the month—only

yesterday."

"Sir Joseph is the soul of hospitality. He will know all

about my plans to-morrow morning."
" He will be surprised, I think, when he knows all," answered

Marie, with an open sneer.

Sibyl was walking towards the house. Marie followed her,

leaving Mountford alone on the tennis lawn, looking idly along

an opening in the shrubbery towards a sunlit patch of sea

which glittered like a jewel far away at the end of the glade.

He walked and mused for nearly an hour. He did not want

to be alone with Sibyl now that the last word had been spoken

;

still less did he wish to be in her company under the hawk-like

gaze of Marie Arnold, whoso manner this afternoon had dis-

quieted him beyond measure. There had been a passionate
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intensity which betrayed something more than jealousy of an

adopted sister. Lightly as he esteemed his own powers of

pleasing, he could hardly doubt after to-day that it was for him
this strange young woman cared. Contiguity, her secluded

life, which had brought her so seldom into the society of a man
of her own age, had made her more impressionable than the

common herd of girls, he told himself; and while all his

thoughts had been absorbed by Sibyl, the elder girl had been

nursing her foolish fancies, wasting her feelings upon one of

those sentimental attachments which make the misery of the

emotional temperament.

"She will fall in love with the next decent-looking young

man who comes to Ellerslie," he thought contemptuously,

setting the slightest value upon a regard which no look or word

of his had ever courted.

He thought of Marie only as a foolish and impulsive young
person, whose persistent presence had bored him in his too brief

hours of happiness, whose ill-humour of to-day had distressed

Sibyl.

He returned to the house, after an hour's idle strolling,

finished his packing, and then, finding it was only six o'clock,

went back to the grounds, intending to walk to the river, and
perhaps return with Hubert Urquhart, who had been studiously

civil to him, and whom he had of late avoided with a persistence

that might look like incivility. He knew that Hubert admired
Marie, and it seemed to him that the best thing that could

happen for Sibyl— if not the happiest thing for the girl herself

—would be Marie's marriage with Urquhart. A young woman
with such a temper as this young woman had exhibited to-day

would be a danger to Sibyl's peace, so long as she remained an
inmate of Sir Joseph's house, and uncontrolled by the strong

hand of a husband. The best thing for such a girl would be to

marry, and find her master, as she would inevitably do in

Hubert Urquhart.

On this last day, Brandon had scrupulously avoided the

afternoon tea hour in the drawing-room or on the terrace, an

hour which he had hitherto enjoyed as almost the pleasantest

in the tranquil gladness of his days at Ellerslie. After those

passionate words and that farewell kiss he shrank from meeting
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Sibyl, till the family dinner should bring them together, when
Sir Joseph and Urquhart, and possibly the curate, -who often

dined with them, would make sentiment impossible. In the

family circle he and his dear love could meet and talk and bid

each other good night, with the calm reserve of friends who
were nothing more than friends.

A long bank of clouds piled up against the western sky had
hidden the sun when Brandon went back to the shrubbery, and

there was the suggestion of rain in the atmosphere. Urquhart

and the gardeners had been sighing for rain, and now it seemed

they were likely to have their desire. The air was colder with

the approach of evening, and Brandon felt the chilling change

as he entered the little fir wood that sheltered Ellerslie from

the north-western gales.

Under the dark foliage of the firs the grey of evening had

already gathered, although sunset was still far off. Brandon

was glad to find himself in that faded light, glad of the solitude,

glad even of the gloom which hung about the long narrow

alleys, cut through the monotony of the tall brown shafts.

Heavier shadows crept over the irregular masses of under-

growth, rhododendron, berberis, and laurel, which made a

darkness below in harmony with the darkness above.

A terrible depression of spirits had followed upon Brandon's

exaltation of a few hours before. In those brief moments by
the tennis lawn, when Sibyl was clasped in his arms, and their

lips met in the farewell kiss, he had fancied that the mere
knowledge of having loved her, and being loved again by her

who was for him the most perfect among women, would suffice

for the consolation of his after life—that he could not be utterly

unhappy, having been so beloved. But now his- spirits had
sunk into a gloom deeper than the sadness of the morning when
a single page of that fatal book had reminded him of his

miserable inheritance. A despondency more painful than he

had ever known had taken possession of him within the last

few hours, a despair that weighed upon him liko an actual

burden, as if a leaden hand—the gigantic hand of some

monstrous being—were pressing down upon his brain. It was

even worse than despair. It was abject fear, fear of he knew
not what, a vague, inexplicable dread which chilled his blood,
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and slackened every nerve. He longed to be once more within

touch of his fellow-man. He tried to quicken his pace, hoping

to meet Urquhart returning from the river. It was along this

woodland path that the fishermen generally returned. Yes,

Urquhart would come this way, soon perhaps—or it might be

that it was too early for him.

Brandon tried to remember the hour, but could not. Was it

late or early—early afternoon, or evening ? Or was this grey

dimness the mysterious grey of dawn, before the sun is above

the horizon ? It was not an hour since he had paused in the

hall to compare his watch with the eight-day clock, supposed

to be an infallible timekeeper ; and yet he did not remember
if it were evening or morning. Even the memory of his

impassioned scene with Sibyl had grown shadowy. Was it

only a dream, after all ? He had dreamt that she had been

kind, that she had confessed her regard for him, had offered to

share the burden of his days. Yes, it must have been a dream.

His whole existence seemed strange and dreamlike. He had no

assurance of anything but the straight, brown shafts—like the

pillars of a rude Indian temple—which rose up on every side of

him—and even those looked dim and blurred as he gazed at

them with eyes which slowly fixed themselves, and from which

the faculty of sight slowly faded.

The leaden hand pressed harder and heavier upon his brain.

He felt the dull beating, the agonising pain under that in-

exorable pressure. He staggered a few paces further, blindly,

helplessly, struck his shoulder against a tree on the right hand,

reeled to the left, and grazed his hand against a tree on the

other side of the path, and then fell like a log, head foremost,

in a tangle of arbutus and rhododendron, fern and brier.

Brandon Mountford's next knowledge of nis own existence

was a sharp, gnawing pain in his right shoulder, a pain that

made him aware that he was lying in a cramped position, with

the greater part of his weight bearing upon the right arm and

shoulder. He was aware, too, of a chilling rain, falling steadily

through the darkness, a rain that must have been falling for

some time, for the rhododendron bushes, through which he

thrust his hands in his struggle to raise himself, were dripping.
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It was pitch dark under the fir trees, not a star to be seen in

the heavy blackness of the sky, to which he looked up wonder-

ingly, again puzzled as to the lapse of time. Was it the dark-

ness of evening, or of midnight ? he wondered.

He got upon his feet with an effort, and stumbled a few

paces forward, catching at the trees as he went, stumbled on

a little way, weak in limb, confused in brain, and then stumbled

against something lying in the fern at his feet, stumbled and

fell on one knee, his extended hand clutching at the obstacle

as he fell. His hand touched another hand, his fingers closed

automatically on the soft fabric of a woman's gown, the silky

softness of fine cashmere, such as he had seen Sibyl and her

companion wear for tennis and boating, the material which

both girls wore oftener than any other. Dim and clouded as

his brain was after the long interval of unconsciousness, he

knew the touch of that soft fabric. How often he had thrilled

at the brief contact as he drew the folds of Sibyl's skirt away
from the gunwale when she was seating herself in the boat.

Yes, even in that troubled half-consciousness his sense of

touch recognised something associated with the girl he loved.

" Sibyl, Sibyl !
" he called, with a hoarse, half-stifled cry.

He had no thought of any other than Sibyl. His clouded

memory hardly recalled the existence of that elder girl who
had been Sibyl's shadow.

In the darkness, under the cold night wind that was moaning

in the fir trees, under the rhythmical dropping of the rain,

pattering on rhododendron and laurel, noiseless on bramble

and fern, he knelt beside that prostrate figure; he clutched

that cold and stiffening hand.

There was just light enough for him to see the white gown,

the white face staring upward.

Oh, God ! was she dead?

He bent closer and closer, peering through the darkness, and

suddenly a cry broke from his lips—a cry that was not all

agony.

Surely that was dark hair that framed the whiteness of the

face, not Sibyl's soft, fair hair. Or was it only the darkness

of night that made the hair seem black ?
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Was she dead ?

He tried to raise the lifeless form upon one strong arm, while

he felt with the other hand for the beating of the heart. She

had fainted, perhaps, and that icy rigidity of the fingers he had
clasped was only the sign of a swoon.

Oh, God ! this was verily death ! No heart-throb beat below

his trembling hand. There was nothing but the fluttering of

his own quickened pulse as he waited and listened, with his

ear low down against the girl's breast.

" Not Sibyl," he kept muttering to himself. " It is Marie

—

poor Marie—but why, how "

He started from his knees with a shriek of horror. The hand
that had been lying on her breast was wet and dabbled with

blood. He knew the touch of that. For the hunter and the

dweller in the wilderness there could be no uncertainty as to

that thick and viscous fluid which covered his clammy fingers

and trickled about his wrist.

CHAPTEE X.

"WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT THIS?"

Brandon Mountford's senses were still confused by the horror

of his discovery when he saw a light approaching slowly and
indeterminately among the tall, dark fir trunks, now appearing,

now disappearing, as the man who carried it moved circuitously

about.

The position of the light—near the ground—and its oscilla-

tion, indicated a stable lantern. Whoever carried it, there was
the promise of light—light, which in this crisis meant help.

Brandon tried to call to the man, but his lips were dry and

dumb, his convulsed throat could shape no sound. He wanted

to shout his loudest, but the effort produced only a hoarse

whisper—and again he felt the iron hand pressing down his

brain, benumbing every muscle, paralysing every nerve. His

knees bent under him, and he sank at the side of the dead
woman whose face he feared to see.
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The dark hair, the dark hair ! There lay his hope. It could

not be Sibyl.

Pie stretched out a tremulous hand, and laid his cold fingers

lightly over that colder countenance—trying to read those

features as a blind man would have read them. He felt the

marble skin, the parted lips, the widely-opened eyes—but the

blind man's sensitive touch was wanting. His hand told him
nothing—it gave him only the dismal assurance of death.

And all this time the light went wavering in and out among
the dark fir trunks—receding—advancing. Again he tried to

shout, but the muscles of his throat were tightened to choking,

and soundless.

Thank God the light came nearer—close. Either his low

moan of almost voiceless agony was heard, or the lantern had
revealed that whiteness amidst the dark underwood—for the

man who carried the light came running to the spot with an

exclamation of horror.

Look here, Joe—she's fainted—she must ha' been lying

here ever so long."

The two men came closer—the lantern-light shone upon the

dead face.

Yes, it was Marie Arnold.

A strange half-savage sound burst from Brandon's lips—an
inarticulate cry, which was almost a laugh. The relief, the

rapture of knowing that this dead clay was not Sibyl, made
him, for that one wild moment, cruelly indifferent to the fate

of any other woman upon earth.

"Lord help us! I'm afeard it's something worse than a

faint," remarked the other man in a scared voice, while Tom
held the lantern over the dead face and the blood-stained

whiteness of the gown, and then slowly turned the light full

upon the man who knelt beside the corpse.

" It's Mr. Mountford," he said, wonderingly. " Do you know
anything aboxit this piece of work, sir ?

"

"No," Brandon answered, like a man talking in his sleep.

"When did you find her ?
"

" I don't know."

"Oh, come, sir, you must know when you found her. Us
two have been looking for her ever since nine o'clock. They're
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all in a dreadful way up at the house—and nobody Jmowed
what had got you, neither. Miss Higginson was like mad with

fright. She's been roving about the gardens for over an hour,

hunting for Miss Arnold, and she only went back to the house

to satisfy Sir Joseph. Come, sir, can't you throw no light upon
this ghastly business ? It looks terrible like murder."

The man looked from the marble face upon the ground to

the living face staring down at it, and almost as much like

marble in its colourless rigidity. Darkest suspicions lurked

in the minds of the two stablemen as they looked from the

dead to the living, and back again from the living to the dead.

With true north-country caution they suppressed all further

exclamations, all comments on the hideous act and the wonder
of it. But, with furtive glances at Brandon as he knelt by
the corpse, they began in low voices, and with a matter-of-fact

air, to discuss what ought to be done.

"Don't move her," said Tom Dane, the elder of the two

stablemen ;
" she mustn't be touched till constable has seen

her."

" Who's to fetch constable ? " whispered Joe, looking at

Brandon.

You'd better run to the stables, and send a lad on horse-

back, and then come back to me as sharp as you can. We
mustn't lose sight of him."

The last sentence was in a whisper, but their caution seemed

needless, for Brandon had the look of a man who neither heard

nor heeded the things around him.
" You ain't afeard to stop along of her ? " asked Joe, also in

a whisper.

" No, I ain't afeard. Look sharp, and send up to the house

for Mr. Urquhart, same time, and bring him along here. He'll

have to break it to Sir Joseph
; poor old gentleman !

"

"He won't get over it easy," muttered Tom Dane, standing

with the lantern in his hand, looking down at the dead face,

the white raiment, dyed with that dreadful stain which spread

over breast and shoulders, changing the whiteness to a hideous

red ; loathsome to the touch, horrible to the sight.

He asked no further questions of the man he had found

stooping over the corpse, and whose answers had been strange
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enough to alarm the least suspicious mind. His glances followed

Brandon as he lifted himself slowly from his crouching position

beside the corpse, and moved a pace or two backward. At the

faintest suggestion of flight the stableman would have laid

violent hands on this guest of Sir Joseph's, of whom Tom Dane
knew very little, save that he had always behaved as a gentle-

man in his relations with the stable, acknowledging every

service with a gentlemanlike tip, which was more than could

be said of Mr. Urquhart.

Brandon moved no further than the nearest fir tree, and
stood leaning against the rough brown trunk, inert and motion-

less. He remained in the same listless attitude for an interval

that seemed very long to Dane, who shifted and fidgeted about

among the fern and brambles, and changed the position of his

lantern every now and then, looking at the dead face as if he
almost hoped to see life return to those clay-cold lineaments.

" What o'clock is it ? " Brandon asked, suddenly breaking the

silence which weighed upon Tom Dane's senses like a nightmare

dream.
" Past ten, sir."

" Past ten ! And I left the house before dinner. What have

I been doing, where have I been ? In this wood—this wood

—

all the time ?
"

The words were spoken dreamily, in vague self-questioning.

Brandon was struggling against a headache which made speech

agony.

Tom Dane put down the whole thing as a clever bit of acting.
" Oh, come now, sir," he cried, forgetting his determination

to say nothing, " you know where you've been, and what you've

been doing, and how this poor young woman came by her

death. You know a good deal more about it than I should

like to know. I don't ask you no questions, and I don't want
you to commit yourself, as the saying is, but shamming ain't no
good with Tom Dane. That cock won't fight."

Brandon looked fixedly at the speaker, but made no reply.

That direct—yet vacant—gaze was the look of one who hears

without comprehending; but the groom having made up his

mind that this man was a murderer, saw only a studied

assumption of lunacy.
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This time seemed interminable to Tom Dane before bis quick

ear caught the rustling sound of footsteps among the thick

growth of primroses and daffodils that carpeted the little wood
;

and yet it was less than half an hour before Brennam re-

appeared, accompanied by Hubert Urquhart. They had run

most of the way from the house, and both were breathless, the

gentleman the more so, doubtless as the more sensitive in frame

and temperament.

Urquhart bent down to look at the corpse, gingerly, as if

fearing to spoil the spotlessness of his evening clothes by

contact with that dead form, stained with the dark stream in

which the young life had ebbed away.
" Yes, it is Miss Arnold. Poor girl, poor girl ! What does it

all mean ? What troubles could she have had to bring her to

such a pass as this? Why should she kill herself?" he

muttered.

"I don't believe she did kill herself, sir," said Dane; "it

looks a precious sight more like wilful murder than sooicide, to

my fancy. I didn't ought to be talking about my fancies,

perhaps, but I've an ugly time of it in this here wood, and a

man can't help thinking when he's left face to face with a

murdered corpse."

" Hold your tongue, Tom
;
you mustn't talk about murder."

" Very well, sir ; I dessay you're right, but I shall think all

the more."

Urquhart turned to Brandon, looking at him with keenest

scrutiny.

" What do you know about this, Mountford ? " he asked

shortly.

"Nothing. I found her lying there. That's all I know. It

was dark. I saw a figure in a white gown lying among the

bracken. I thought at first," with a shudder, "that it was

Sibyl. I could not see the face. It was only when they brought

the lantern that I was sure it was Marie Arnold."

"But where had you been all the evening? They waited

dinner for you and Marie. I was late myself, but I was in the

drawing-room at a quarter past eight, and we did not go to

dinner till half-past. Where were you? What were you

doing?"
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"Where was I? Here, in this wood. What was I doing?

Lying like a log— as unconscious as that dead girl. I can just

remember falling against one of those trees, and then all was

darkness. If there was thought or sensation in my brain, I

remember nothing that I thought or felt."

"It was a fit of some kind, then, I suppose? "

" Yes, it was a fit—not the first, but by far the longest lapse

of consciousness I have ever had."
" I did not know you were subject to such things."

" They are not things a man cares to talk about. But you

needn't
1

trouble about my malady ; that is a minor detail, just

now. What we have to find out is how this poor girl came by

her death."

The clouds were clearing from his brain, and in manner and

aspect he was rapidly becoming the Mr. Mountford of everyday

life, whom Tom Dane knew and respected. Was he really

recovering from an interval of lunacy, the stableman wondered

;

or had he made up his mind that shamming was useless now
that clear-headed Mr. Urquhart was here to investigate the

hideous business ?

" You had a lapse of consciousness, you say," said Urquhart.
" Have you any idea how long it lasted ?

"

" I am not very clear on that point. I had been feeling ill

ever since the morning ; but I was worried, and my mind was

too occupied to allow me to take much notice of my own senr

sations. Had it been otherwise, I might have suspected that

the fit was coming, might have been wise enough to shut myself

in my own room. But I had a good deal to think about, and
I am a man who wants space and movement for thought. I

may have roamed about the wood for a longish time. I know
I rather expected to meet you on your way from the river. As
for the time, all I know is that the sun had not gone down."

" Did you see anything of Miss Arnold while you were about

in the wood ?
"

"No. The last I saw of Miss Arnold was when she and
Miss Higginson left the tennis lawn together about an hour

after luncheon. Have you finished your interrogation, Ur-

quhart? I wonder you didn't begin by warning me that any-

thing I might say would be used against me by-and-by."

i
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"I wonder that you should wonder at my asking questions

in the face of such a mystery as that," retorted Urquhart,

pointing to the figure on the ground.
" A mystery. Yes, you are right there. It is a mystery,"

said Mountford, pressing his hand upon his brow.

The troubled look came back to his face. When he dropped
his hand from his brow there was a dazed expression in his

eyes, and a nervous movement about his lips. He walked a

few paces away, and seated himself upon a felled trunk which
lay across the tangle of bracken and ivy. He rested his elbows

on his knees, and let his head droop forward upon his clasped

hands, and thus, in dead silence, waited for the next act in the

tragedy.

Urquhart lighted a cigar, and walked slowly up and down a

little bit of pathway near which the dead girl lay. This narrow-

track between the fir trunks was not the most frequented way
across the wood ; but it was the nearest way from the river to

the gardens, and it was the path which the salmon-fishers had
generally used. The spot where Marie lay was not more than

twenty yards from the footpath.

The village constable arrived, with a coastguardsman to help

him in maintaining authority, should he find the situation too

much for him single-handed. The groom told him that they

had got the murderer, and it would be his duty to take him
into custody. There was a lock-up—a very old building close

to the sea, which had done duty in the past chiefly as a place

of detention for smugglers, and which still smelt of cordage

and tar.

The constable approached the scene with a stolid, business-

like air, and knelt down to investigate the attitude and appear-

ance of that marble figure from whose aspect the other two
men shrank with a thrill of pain. It was a ghastly thing to see

the deliberate way in which the official lifted the clay-cold hand,

and noted the wounds on breast and shoulder.

" It's a bad business," he said, rising slowly, and looking from

Urquhart, standing erect and tall at a few paces from the corpse,

to Mountford, sitting in a crouching attitude, with his knees

drawn up to his chin, pale as death, with roughened hair, and
soddened garments stained and blotched with moss and clay.
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Urquhart had not stopped to put on an overcoat. He was in

evening dress, smart and trim, shirt perfectly fitting, hair well

brushed, hands showing white in the gleam of the lantern, a

man evidently called away from the dinner table and all the

amenities of life to look upon this mysterious horror. The
constable contemplated him with respect, not unmingled with

admiration. How different a creature looked this other man,
sitting on the fallen tree, with brooding brow and lowered eye-

lids, and clenched hands in which the swollen veins showed
like cordage—clenched, yes, and darkened with a stain which

the constable's keen eyes noted as he drew near with lifted

lantern, examining Brandon Mountford with an insolent de-

liberation.

" What do you know about this, sir ? " he asked roughly.

'"Nothing," answered Brandon, lifting his bloodshot eyes.

" Nothing more than your own eyes can tell you. I found her

lying there, as she lies now. An hour ago, two hours, three

hours? I don't know. It seems an eternity. You are the

third person who has questioned me."
" There'll have to be a good many more questions asked before

this here business is done with," said the constable.

He stepped aside, and took counsel with Urquhart, keeping

an eye upon Brandon all the time. He felt that this gentleman

in evening dress, with calm and easy bearing, was a person in

authority, and the best adviser he could have.

" Does Sir Joseph know ? " he asked.

" Sir Joseph knows nothing. I shall go straight to him,when
we have settled who is to carry—her "—he could not bring him-
self to utter the dreadful word which would better have de-

scribed that burden—" to the house. I shall hurry on before

and tell him."
" But we mustn't let him go, sir," whispered the policeman,

with a look which indicated Brandon.
" Let him go !

" Urquhart echoed, with a movement of surprise.

" Who says he wants to go ?
"

"Nobody, sir, but he might cut and run, you see. Things

look very black against him. It'll be my duty to lock him up."
" Do you know who he is, man ? Mr. Mountford, a cousin of

Miss Higginson's !

"
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" I can't help that, sir, not if he was her brother. If he's

done it he'll have to answer for what he's done. There can't be

no favour in a murder case. I'm bound to arrest him."
" What, before the inquest ?

"

" Yes, sir. We mightn't be able to find him after the inquest.

Cool as he seems, sitting there, waiting, his hands are all over

blood. There can't be no doubt he's done it. He seems dazed
like, but if ever there was guilt in a man's face, he's the man
who did it. I shall have to arrest him sir. It's my duty."

" Then I suppose you must do your duty—but the thing is

absurd. As for the stains on his hands— well, he found her lying

there, and touched her, no doubt, in the surprise and horror of

the discovery. You might just as well arrest me."
" He won't be locked up long if he ain't guilty, sir. The

inquest will be to-morrow, I dare say, and then the truth

may come out. I don't believe she did it herself, poor young
lady."

" I am going to Sir Joseph. Do what you like—only make
arrangements for the removal—to the house."

The request was accentuated by a shrinking glance towards

the spot where Marie Arnold lay ; and then Hubert Urquhart

started on his errand of dread, and walked with rapid footsteps

towards the shrubbery gate.

He had been, or had seemed, calm and unshaken throughout

the discovery of the crime ; but at the thought of what he

had to do, cold drops of sweat broke out upon his forehead,

and his knees felt weak and tremulous as he hurried unsteadily

along.

"I don't like having to tell him," he muttered to himself.

" It's hard lines for that old man. He was very fond of her."

Sir Joseph aDd Sibyl were at the end of the terrace nearest

the shrubbery, evidently waiting for news of the missing.

Was it about Marie or about Brandon that she was most
anxious, Urquhart wondered, as he approached father and
daughter.

" Have they found her ? " Sir Joseph asked, eagerly.

There was no need that Marie's name should be spoken.

There could be no question as to the subject of his anxiety.

" Yes—something has happened. I must see you alone,"
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Urquhart answered in a low voice, putting his arm through

Sir Joseph's as he spoke, and drawing him gently away from

Sibyl.

" What is it ? " she cried, following them distractedly.

" Why am I not to know ? What has happened to them—to

Brandon—to Marie ? Speak out, Mr. Urquhart. I will know
the worst."

She caught hold of his arm. He had never seen her so

agitated. She stood by his side, looking at him with questioning

eyes, pale, breathless, resolute.

"Sir Joseph, for God's sake—the truth is too horrible! I

can't, I can't tell her
"

" Speak out, man !
" cried Sir Joseph, fiercely. " Leave

off torturing us. What is it? An accident—a calamity—is

she hurt?"
" Yes."

"Badly hurt?"
Urquhart nodded.

"Dead?"
"Yes!"
" God, my poor girl ! My beautiful Marie, my sweet, kind

loving girl! Dead! Great God in heaven, how could she

come by her death?"
" That is a mystery which will have to be solved. Brandon

Mountford found her in the fir wood—stabbed to death.

Whether it was suicide or murder "

" It was murder— foul murder !

" cried Sir Joseph. " Why
should she kill herself? She hadn't a care. She knew that

she was loved, fondly loved, by an old man, who could deny her

nothing. If she had not the first place she knew that she was

very dear to me—she was content. Some incarnate devil has

killed her. Where is she ? Let me see her."

He rushed towards the path by which Urquhart had come,

Urquhart following him closely. Sibyl sank upon a garden

seat, faint and helpless.

Dead ! Did Death always come like this, as a horrible surprise,

amidst the flush and warmth of life ? Dead, murdered, they said.

But who could have killed her—who, in all this wide, wicked

world, could have had any motive for murdering Marie Arnold ?
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Suicide? Yes, that was more likely. To Sibyl, who had

youth's proud contempt for life—it seemed not impossible that

Marie should have killed herself. She remembered that despair-

ing look in her adopted sister's face, as she turned from Brandon
to Sibyl in the garden ; a look which to Sibyl, as to Brandon,

had been a revelation. And if she loved him as Sibyl loved

him, and knew that he was cold to her love, might not this

passionate soul have revolted against the burden of life, and
flung it off like a worn-out garment ?

This was how youth thought of youth. Age argued that

there could have been nothing wanting in a life so sheltered

and cared for as Marie's had been.

The dismal procession came to a side door opening into a

lobby at the bottom of the servants' staircase. A mattress and
a coverlet had been fetched from the nearest lodge, and the

dead girl had been carried decently by four of the stablemen,

while the constable and the coastguardsman had escorted

Brandon Mountford to the lock-up.

"Did he make any fuss about going?" Urquhart asked Tom
Dane.

" Not he, sir—went like a lamb—didn't seem to care what

they did with him. I'm afraid it's a true bill, Mr. Urquhart."
" It looks bad, Tom ; but there's no knowing."

This was on the terrace, after Tom's work was finished, and

the dreadful burden had been carried to Marie Arnold's bedroom,

the spacious and prettily furnished bedroom of which she had
been so proud, a room full of gifts from Sir Joseph and his

daughter. And now Sir Joseph was sitting by the bed, while

the family doctor bent over the corpse, examining the wounds
that had killed her.

" She didn't kill herself, Dewsnap ? " questioned the old man,
in a voice that was but just audible.

"Not she, Sir Joseph. She has been murdered—savagely

murdered. There are three wounds—one near the collar bone

—deep but not fatal—one piercing the right lung—one in the

heart—instant death. Have they found the knife ?
"

" I don't know."

"Ah, I hope they will find it. A deer-stalker's knife, or

something in that line, I take it. Poor girl ! A sad loss, Sir
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Joseph. My heart bleeds for you. Such a fine, handsome girl

—cruelly sacrificed. I hope they'll find the fiend who did it."

The doctor laid the sheet lightly over the disfigured form,

and drew near the mourner at the foot of the bed.

" You must try and bear up against this calamity, for your

daughter's sake, Sir Joseph."
" For my daughter's sake

!

" Sir Joseph repeated huskily, as

the doctor crept noiselessly from the room, leaving him alone

with the dead. "Yes, for my daughter's sake. Poor Marie!

She was nobody's daughter—a working man's child—a waif,

whom I adopted—and loved. I was very fond of her—my God,

my God!"
He let his face fall forward on the coverlet at the edge of the

bed, and sobbed aloud. Even yet, though she was lying there

cold and motionless—though that which had been Marie Arnold

lay within touch of his hand—he could not realise the fact of

her death. Barbarously murdered ; and three hours ago he had
been walking up and down his drawing-room grumbling because

she was late for dinner. This morning at breakfast she had
opened his newspapers for him—opened and cut them and
folded them in the way he liked, and had laid them before him,

bringing her glossy dark hair close to his face as she bent to

place the evening paper in front of his breakfast cup. He had

never doubted that he loved her ; but he had never known till

now how dear she had been.

" Great God !

" he cried, springing to his feet, " bring me face

to face with the man who killed her. There should be no mercy.

Oh, let me see him held fast in the grip of the law—let me be

sure that he shall swing for it."

He rushed out of the room, ran downstairs and out to the

terrace, like a madman. Urquhart, the doctor, and the stable-

men were all clustered together, talking excitedly, but in

undertones.
" Have they found the murderer ? " asked Sir Joseph, going

up to them.
" Nobody can know that yet awhile, sir."

" Have they found any one—arrested any one ?
"

" Yes. They have taken Brandon Mountford to the lock-up,"

answered Urquhart.
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" Brandon Mountford !

" repeated Sir Joseph, in blank amaze-

ment.

A low wailing cry sounded like an ecbo of Sir Joseph's ejacu-

lation, and a slim white figure rose out of the neighbouring

dusk and came towards the group of men.

It was Sibyl, who had been forgotten in the horror of

Marie's mysterious death. She had been sitting in the dark-

ness, unobserved, unthought of, while the heavy footsteps

crossed the terrace and went up the stairs with their dismal

burden.

She came to her father's side, and laid her hand upon his

arm. " Father, you won't allow such a shameful thing to be

done ? You won't let them bring disgrace upon Mr. Mountford

—your friend—your guest? What could he have to do with

her death? You'll send—you'll go to the village, and insist

upon his being set at liberty instantly ? You will, won't you,

father? It is a disgrace to us that such a thing should have

happened—our guest—my kinsman—so shamefully insulted."

Her vehemence took her father by surprise. He had never

seen his daughter strongly moved before—knew nothing of her

capacity for deep feeling.

" My child, it's no business of mine. No interference of mine

could have prevented it. Brandon Mountford ! It's a mistake,

no doubt. He could have had nothing to do with her death.

But she has been murdered, Sibyl—foully murdered. She has

been murdered, and the ruffian who killed her must be some-

where—close at hand, perhaps—in hiding. It was folly to

arrest Brandon Mountford and give the real murderer time to

get away. Why was he arrested? Who put it into Coxon's

head to do such a thing ?
"

" Dane knows more about it than I do," answered Urquhart.
" He can tell you."

Dane told his story with an air of conviction that chilled Sir

Joseph's blood. It was inexplicable—a hideous mystery.

Sir Joseph and his daughter heard how Mountford had been

found kneeling beside the corpse, his hands and clothes stained

with blood; his manner agitated, hopelessly confused; unable

to give any account of himself during the hours in which he

had been missing.
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" He was more like a lunatic than a man in his right senses,"

concluded Dane.

Sibyl heard and remembered Brandon's words of only a few

hours before. He had painted in strongest phrases the horror

of his hereditary malady. He had told her that there was no
limit to the dark possibilities of that dread disease. He knew
not what phase it might assume. It might be murder.

Yes, those were the very words which he had spoken, when
he tried to cut himself off from her sympathy—a doomed wretch,

worse than a leper, since with him physical malady might
.
pass

into moral delinquency—a creature beyond the pale of human
love or friendship. And now she heard how he had been found

with blood-stained hands beside the murdered girl, unable even

to assert his innocence, allowing himself to be led off to gaol

without protest or remonstrance.
" He seemed to take it all for granted," said Tom DaDe.

CHAPTEE XL

BEFORE THE CORONER.

Daylight, which solves many mysteries, brought to light the

weapon that had slain Marie Arnold. The knife that killed

her was found lying among the thick tufts of primrose and
foxglove a few yards from the spot where she was murdered,
and it was a knife which the keeper who had attended the two
men in the salmon-fishing identified as belonging to Brandon
Mountford. He had seen him use it fifty times, he told the

solicitor from Carlisle who was watching the case in Mountford's

interest.

Convinced of Mountford's innocence, and anxious to protect

his guest, even in the midst of his own trouble, Sir Joseph had
telegraphed to his solicitor that morning, and he had arrived

at Ellerslie at noon, and had occupied himself for more than an
hour in looking about him, and questioning the servants who
had been concerned in the tragedy of the previous night.

The inquest was opened at the village inn at three o'clock in

the afternoon, by which time everybody in the neighbourhood
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had heard the details of the murder, or had evolved from his or

her inner consciousness details far more elaborate than the

actual facts of the case.

There was a general impression that Brandon Mountford was
the murderer, and had been caught red-handed before he could

withdraw the knife from his victim's heart; and there were

conflicting theories as to the motive of the murder. The most
popular hypothesis was'that he had pursued her with dishonour-

able proposals, and, finding himself scorned by her, had killed

her in an access of blind fury—an act which he doubtless had
repented as soon as the thing was done. That this quiet gentle-

man, who had won everybody's good word, was a concealed

lunatic, was now the general idea ; and Tom Dane, the stable-

man, was the first and principal witness. He described the

finding of the body, and how Brandon Mountford had been

discovered kneeling beside the corpse—his hands stained with

blood, his countenance pale and agitated, his manner wild and
incoherent.

" Had he any weapon in his hand ? " asked the Coroner.
" No. His hands were empty."
" Did you think it strange that there" should be blood upon

his hands ? " asked Mr. Fangfoss, the solicitor. " Would it not

seem to you natural that he should have touched the body in

order to find out if there was life left in it—he being the first to

find the deceased ?
"

"I didn't think about that, sir. I only thought that Mr.

Mountford's manner was very strange."

" Stranger than the occasion warranted ?
"

" Well, sir, I should hardly have looked to see a gentleman
like Mr. Mountford—a gentleman who has travelled and roughed
it among savages, I've heard say—struck all of a heap as he was
when I found him—half like a man that had gone silly. I

should have expected him to recover his equerbrillium sooner

than he did. But there's others who saw him, and they can

speak for theirselves."

" What time was it when you found the body in the wood ?
"

"A little after ten—it might have been a quarter past. I
heard the clock strike soon after I left the stables."

Hubert Urquhart was the next witness.
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Asked if he had assisted in the search for the missing girl, lie

answered in the affirmative. The search had begun immediately

after dinner, when it had been ascertained that neither Miss

Arnold nor Mr. Mountford was in the house. Mr. Mountford

had been seen going out to the gardens at six o'clock, and had

not been seen by any one in the house after that hour.

" When was Miss Arnold last seen ?
"

" She was with Miss Higginson in the drawing-room at tea-

time."

"That would be about five o'clock, I suppose?" suggested

the Coroner.
" From half-past four to half-past five."

" Were you at tea with these young ladies yesterday ?
"

" No ; I was by the river."

" What time did you go back to the house ?
"

" At half-past seven, or it may have been a quarter to eight."

" Is that your usual hour for returning ?
"

"I have no particular hour. I have been governed by

circumstances—the weather, the sport, my own inclination."

" I take it that you went back to the house later than usual

last night, Mr. Urquhart ? " said Mr. Faugfoss.

He was a keen-looking man, thin, fair, with smooth, sandy

bair, and a countenance that was little more than a profile.

He had a quick, bird-like manner of turning his head to one

side with an interrogative air, and nobody had ever been able

to surprise his full face.

" Yes, I was later than I generally am."
" You generally took tea with the ladies before half-past five,

I think?"

"Sometimes—not generally; but I don't think you need

occupy the Coroner's time with these trivial details."

" Small details sometimes lead up to large facts. You went
home by the wood, I believe ?

"

" Yes, I went by the shortest way from the river to the

house."

"Did you hear nothing, or see nothing unusual on your

way ?
"

" Nothing."
" Did you meet Miss Arnold ?

"
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" No."

"Nor Mr. Mountford?"
" I met no one."
" Were you alone ?

"

" Yes."

" How was it the keeper who usually attended upon you was
not with you yesterday ? " asked Mr. Fangfoss.

" Simply because I dismissed him early in the afternoon,

having no further need of his services."

" You did not want him to carry your tackle ?
"

" No, my tackle is kept in a hut near the river. I had the

keeper's boy with me at the river, ready to carry home my
fish, if ,1 caught any ; but as I caught none the boy wasn't

wanted."
" Oh, you had no luck with your rod yesterday, though you

were fishing later than usual ?
"

"None."
" When did the boy go home ?

"

" At the same time I did, I suppose ; but as his way was not

my way I can't answer for the fact."

" And you met no one—you saw nothing, heard nothing in

the wood ?
"

" I have answered that question already to his Honour."
" I'm sure you won't mind answering it over again, to oblige

me," said Mr. Fangfoss, with his chirpy little air, and an
insinuating slant of his sandy head.

" I do not object, but I repeat that you are wasting time. I

heard nothing. I saw nothing but the trunks of the firs, and
the pathway by which I walked. I met no one."

This closed Urquhart's evidence. The room was crowded
and the day was warm, and the witness looked heated and

weary as he sat down. He gave a little start on glancing

across the crowd, for among the spectators he saw the last

person he expected to see in that room. Sibyl Higginson stood

in the background, wedged among the villagers, and looking

over the shoulder of the short, stout mistress of the inn where
the inquest was being held. She was dressed in black, and
wore a hat which shaded and almost concealed her face, but

he could see that she was very pale. Why had she come
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there ? Her presence betrayed an intense interest in Mountford's

fate.

The man who found the knife in the wood testified to the

fact of finding it, and that he knew it to be Mountford's

property.
" Mr. Mountford has no wish to dispute that fact, but he does

not know how long the knife may have been out of his posses-

sion," said the lawyer. " It is some time, perhaps a week, since

he used it."

"Can he say that it has been missing during that time?"

asked the Coroner.
" He is not clear upon that point, but he can recall the last

time of using it when he was in the boat."

The lawyer went on to argue that there was no evidence what-

ever against Brandon Mountford. He had been the first to

discover that a murder had been committed, and he had been

found, stupefied with horror at the deed, by the grooms who
came to the spot with their lantern immediately after he made
the discovery. To suppose that any man would be calm and

collected in such a crisis would be to suppose that man wanting

in natural feeling. The young lady had been known to him,

and had been his companion in many pleasant hours. He
had last seen her beautiful and happy, full of life and high

spirits, and he found her lying alone in the darkness foully

murdered.

Would any man be perfectly calm and self-possessed and
able to give a very clear account of himself under such con-

ditions ? Yet because this man had shown signs of agitation

and distress he had been haled off to a village lock-up, and
treated like a convicted criminal. Mr. Fangfoss ventured to

say that he had never heard of any more outrageous abuse

of ignorant authority in the whole of his experience of the rural

police.

There was much reason and much vigour in Mr. Fangfoss's

harangue, but the fact of Mountford's absence from the house

during the same hours in which Marie Arnold had been missing

made an impression upon the jury which no arguments of the

lawyer could weaken. That he had been found on the scene of

the murder with blood-stained hands and blood-stained clothes
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was much ; but that circumstance, startling as it was, could be

more easily explained than the fact of his disappearance during

the very time at which Marie had been missing, a disappearance

which involved a complete departure from all his habits, and a

marked breach of domestic etiquette. That a guest who until

yesterday had been undeviating in punctuality, should keep

everybody waiting dinner, and should offer no excuse for his

absence, implied a state of things in which passion had got the

better of prudence, and had overthrown all the laws of a gentle-

man's existence.

The Coroner had dined at Ellerslie more than once during Mr.

Mountford's visit, and he knew him as a person of courteous

manners and perfect consideration for others. To the Coroner

as well as to the jury his conduct on the previous evening seemed

incompatible with innocence.

The verdict was wilful murder against Brandon Mountford.

The inquiry before the magistrate was to begin on the follow-

ing day, and in the meantime Brandon Mountford was to remain

in the lock-up, with every probability of being committed for

trial after the magisterial inquiry.

CHAPTER XII.

ENCOMPASSED WITH DAEKNESS.

It was night, and Brandon Mountford was sitting in the dismal
old building by the sea, which had served as a prison-house for

many generations of poachers, sheep-stealers, and smugglers;
marauders and depredators, on land and water ; rioters and in-

subordinates of every kind ; had served as a prison-house in those
bitter days when the criminal code was written in blood, and
the full stop of every sentence was a hempen necklace. If the
ghosts of all the men and women to whom those four bare walls
had been the ante-chamber of the grave could have haunted the
place, the air would have been thick with the spirits of wretched
creatures whose doom, looked at in the milder light of to-day
appears judicial murder.

It was what the sons of the soil called an " unked " place. The
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crumbling plaster on the bare walls was blotched with straggling

stains and patches of damp, and all along the lower part of the 1

walls there had crept a dull, slimy moss, like green rust, while

the brick flooring was slippery with the same parasite growth.

Cobwebs had thickened in every corner, and the spider had her

fill of vagabond flies which came in at the grating when the

place was empty, for the window was left open day and night.

The furniture consisted of a table and two chairs, large,

heavy, and clumsily made, but which perhaps from their age

might have been precious in the estimation of the collector.

There was a wide old fireplace, with a grate half eaten away by

rust, and which still contained the ashes of a fire kindled

months ago. Dust and grime were upon everything, neglect

and decay were in the very atmosphere of the place, an all-

pervading odour of dirt and smoke and mildew. Desolation

and despair were in the sounds that came in at yonder rusty

grating, the moaning of the barren sea, and the shrill wail of

the rising wind.

The custodian of this dog-kennel had been civil, for after all

Mr. Mountford was a gentleman, and even if he were guilty and

had to swing for it, he must have friends who would be likely

to pay for any kindness shown him in his dark hour. With
that conviction, Coxon, the village constable, had provided com-

fortable meals which the prisoner hardly tasted, had offered to

light a fire, which the prisoner declined, had brought a news-

paper and a pair of candles when evening closed in, and had
sent a lad to Ellerslie for a change of linen and a supply of

tobacco.

Brandon's pipe had been his only solace during those barren

spaces of time before and after the inquest. He had not read

a line of the provincial newspaper which had been brought for

his entertainment. He had sat and stared at the sky, and pon-

dered gloomily—brooding upon the story of the past, recalling

old impressions—but, most of all, recapitulating the history of

the malady to which he was subject, as he had read it in the

text books—a dismal and a harmful study to a man in his

case.

The image of the Bavarian peasant had been with him in his

solitude, the man in whom the impulse towards murder was so



128 Thou art the Man.

strong a tendency that with each fresh crisis of his malady the

struggle to resist his own fierce longings had been harder, and
with each recovery there had been in the patient's mind a

wondering thankfulness at not having succumbed—at having

got over the attack without satisfying the savage thirst for

blood.

Brandon Mountford pondered the story of this unhappy
being; a man whose boyhood and youth had been mild and
inoffensive ; in whose warped nature the murderous instinct

had only come with ripening manhood. He compared the

Bavarian's history with his own. Till yesterday his paroxysms
had been of a mild and normal character ; but yesterday he had
felt the gloom of an overwhelming despair, a burden too heavy
to be borne, until, as he sank deeper and deeper into that dark
gulf of despondency, it had seemed as if all the powers of hell

were let loose in his brain. A rage, an agony, a revolt against

Fate had taken possession of him. He thought of the girl who
loved him and offered herself to him, and whom he dared not

take to the heart that yearned for her—dared not because of the

curse that was laid upon him.

He cried aloud in his anguish that the curse was devilish, not

the chastisement of a just and merciful God, but the mocking
torment of devils rejoicing in their power to make man's best

gifts of no avail.

To-night, in the still monotony of his shabby prison-house,

where the fitful candle-light played fantastic tricks with the

stains and blotches on the wall, as the flame wavered with every
gust from the sea, to-night he recalled the sufferings and sensa-

tions of yesterday evening, and his memory grew clearer with

every hour of meditation and solitude.

All that he thought and felt before he fell headlong under the

fir trees was clearly recorded by memory, but the period of un-
consciousness which succeeded was a blank. He might have
been dead and in his grave for all he knew of those hours

between the fall and the awakening. Anything might have
happened to him ; anything might have been done by him ; but
if that interval had not been inactive, if in that lapse of con-
sciousness a new man had arisen within him and moved him
to strange actions, there was no trace in his memory of the
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things that he had done. Never before had he experienced

such a lapse of consciousness. His former seizures had been

brief. This fit, with its appalling duration, its long period

of coma, or dreamless sleep, was a new development of his

disease.

The murder seemed motiveless, savage, the act of a maniac

impelled by the lust of blood. Who else was there—who so

likely as the wretched epileptic—to do such a deed of horror ?

He remembered, shudderingly, that he had felt a growing

dislike of Marie Arnold, resenting the way in which she had
thrust herself between him and Sibyl, making all confidential

talk impossible, and in some wise spoiling those delicious hours

of innocent friendship.

Yes, he knew that he had disliked Sibyl's adopted sister, and
that yesterday, on discovering the clue to her conduct, he had
felt only a contemptuous wonder at her folly, only a careless

scorn for a woman who could give her love unasked ; when, if

she had eyes or reason, she must know that the man she loved

was devotedly attached to another.

He was startled from these gloomy thoughts by the sound of

voices outside his door. The key turned with a scrooping

sound in the rusty lock, the door opened, and a tall slim figure

in black came towards him, hat and veil hiding the face in the

dim light. But for Brandon Mountford there was only one face

on earth, and he was quick to recognise his visitor.

" Sibyl, my Sibyl, how adorable of you. My dearest girl, how
shall I thank you ?

"

He would have taken her in his arms, but she held herself

away from him. She laid her hand lightly on his breast, holding

him at a distance, looking him full in the face.

" Brandon, I have come because I want to know the truth, to

help you, if I can. I know that you are innocent. You never

could have committed that awful crime—you of all men on
earth. It is not possible."

" One would hardly think so," he answered, with a curious

slow smile that frightened her. " In my right senses I have no
inclination towards murder. I thought your friend a tiresome

person, when she hung upon our footsteps and never allowed

us five minutes' quiet talk from heart to heart. I used to

K
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think that rather hard, Sibyl ; but that is scarcely a reason

why I should murder her. No, my beloved, in my right senses

—when I know what I am doing—I should be utterly incapable

of such a crime—as incapable as your father, or you. But last

night I was not in my right senses. A sullen rage against life

and fate had seized me. My soul rebelled against the God who
made me, and gave me a heart to love, a mind to revere all that

is fairest and best in womankind, and then said to me, ' Thou
shalt take no woman to thy heart, thou shalt live and die alone.'

My senses grew dim in that red cloud of anger, and when I

came out of that blood-red stupor, murder had been done

within a few yards of the spot where I found myself. "Who

knows, Sibyl ? How dare I affirm that I was not the murderer ?

It was my knife that did the deed."
" But had you that knife about you yesterday ?

"

" I think not. It is some days since I used it, but it may
have been among the things in my room. I had been packing

my fishing-tackle, and I had been absent-minded and pre-

occupied all the morning. I did a good many stupid things in

the course of my packing—put things into the portmanteau

and took them out again, in a futile, muddle-brained way. My
mind was full of you, Sibyl, and our parting—the parting that

might be for ever. I might easily enough have put that knife

in my pocket instead of putting it in the case with the tackle."

"Oh, you must not say these things—you must not say

that it was possible—you must not think of yourself as a pos-

sible murderer. You cannot believe yourself capable of such

a crime—you cannot, unless you are utterly different from the

man I have thought you—unless there can be two natures—two

separate existences in one man," argued Sibyl, despairingly.

Only now, perhaps, in this dark hour, had she realised the

strength of her love—now, when she made herself one with him
—when she felt and suffered as if his guilt, if he were guilty,

was her guilt, a burden laid upon her as much as upon him

—

or as if this semblance of guilt—this cloud of horror which
encircled him—encompassed her too, and she must struggle

through this darkness to the light of truth.

""Why do you Eay such things?" she pleaded, agonised by
his silence. "You must know that you are innocent, that
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however the knife came to be there, near that poor murdered
girl, you did not use it."

"I know nothing—except that there was an interval of

darkness, a blank in my existence, of which my memory tells

me nothing. How can I tell that I may not have done this

thing, in that interval, prompted and urged by devils ? You
know how the tormentor—cast out of a human sufferer—drove

the herd of swine headlong to their death. That may be taken

to illustrate the epileptic tendency, the driving power of evil

—

the irresistible impulse towards some act of blind violence—the

rending and tearing of the fiend within, the devilish instinct to

which murder or self-destruction becomes a necessity."

"But you have never felt this dreadful impulse—you have
read of such things, and the thought of them may have haunted

you—but these horrors have never come within your own
experience. When you were in the wilderness, away from

civilisation, almost beyond the reach of the law, were you ever

wicked or cruel then, Brandon '? Did you ever kill one of your

fellow-creatures ?
"

She shuddered as she asked the question.
" No, Sibyl. I never lifted my hand against my fellow-man.

I was not a hard taskmaster. I never had any inclination to

be cruel. Those who knew me in Africa can tell you that our

black comrades loved me as if I had been their brother and
their king. No; the impulse to slay was never upon me—but

once—when I had the fever, and thought in my delirium that

I had two heads, and that all the throbbing agony was in one,

and if I could shoot that I should be out of j>a-in. My chum
had as much as he could do to wrench the pistol from my hand
before I could fire. I wanted to shoot that superfluous head

which was causing me such agony. Yet I only knew this from

the man who told me about it. I have no memory of my
ravings, or of my attempted suicide. There sometimes are two

natures in the same man—the nature in calm and well-being

—

the nature in storm and madness. You are an angel of com-

passion and mercy, Sibyl. You come into my solitude as a ray

of light from Heaven—but you cannot help me, dear; and all

you have to do henceforward, is to forget that there was ever

such a man."
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" I shall never forget, and I will never believe that you were

a murderer—even in delirium. It could not be."

" There lies the mystery, Sibyl, the mystery of what can or

cannot be in such a case as mine. You must leave me to my
fate, my beloved—gallows or madhouse—or acquittal and

liberty. Whatever may happen, you have only to forget me.

There is a curse upon my life which no woman shall share.

The nobler, the better, the truer the woman, so much the less

would I link my life with hers. It was angelic of you to come

here ; and you must come and go as an angel, leaving no trace

of your footsteps, only peace and consolation in my heart."

He knelt down to kiss her hands, in a fond idolatry, and then

becoming all at once calm and practical, he questioned her as

to her coming.
" I walked here. I had my maid with me. She is waiting

at the inn. Coxon was very good. They all know me about

here, and would do anything for me. Not for my own sake,

but because I am my father's daughter. They all love and

honour him."
" He is a good man, and deserves to be loved. How does he

take this trouble, Sibyl—this inexplicable horror?"

"He feels it terribly. I have hardly seen him since last

night. He has been in his own room all day with the door

locked. I begged him to let me in, to share his grief with me

;

but he would not even open his door to answer me. He told

me—almost roughly—to go away and leave him to his sorrow.

He was so fond of her—fonder of her even than I was, and yet

God knows I loved her dearly, and that if I could for one

instant believe that you killed her I could not bear to see you
or be near you. I might pity you, but your presence would be

a horror to me. But I know that you had nothing to do with
her death."

" Help me to find her murderer, then, that is the only thing

you can do for me, Sibyl. Find the motive and the murderer,

if you can. You know Marie Arnold's history, her friends, and
enemies."

"She had no enemy. She was a kind, warm-hearted girl,

and had never offended or injured anyone."

"•She may have had some rejected lover. There is not much
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difference between a jealous lover and a madman. She may
have been murdered in a paroxysm of despairing love."

"The only offer she ever rejected was from Mr. Tweedie, the

curate, and one could not suspect him of madness and despair.

Poor young man. He would not hurt a worm."
" One never knows the men who are capable of a destroying

passion. But how did her murderer come by my clasp knife ?
"

" He may have stolen it, in order to fix you with the crime."

" Not that kind of murderer. Passion is reckless and sudden

in all its acts—not deliberate and designing."

The creaking door opened again, and Coxon ushered in

another visitor.

" Mr. Urquhart to see you, sir."

" Sibyl
!
" exclaimed Urquhart. " What in Heaven's name

has brought you here ?
"

" My anxiety for a friend falsely accused of a dreadful crime.

I am glad you are here, for that shows you sympathise with

Mr. Mountford in his cruel position, and perhaps you can help

me to save him."

"I'm afraid it would need more than mortal power to do

that," answered Urquhart. "Nothing less than supernatural

intervention seems likely to be of any use here. We want the

angel who liberated Peter. With him, and a fast cutter in the

offing below, we might do something."

His cynical air, his scornful use of an example which to her

was sacred, offended Sibyl. Yet she welcomed his presence, as

that of someone who might be helpful to Brandon Mountford.
" You mean that he ought to try to escape—to run away, as

if he were guilty? " she asked.
" Yes, if he is not in a position to prove his innocence—and

upon my word I don't see how he is to do it. Facts are

uncommonly strong. The fact that you were missing at an

unusual hour, for instance, Mountford—that you were found

—

as you were ftyund "he hesitated at this point, as if even

for his hard nature there was agony in the thought of Mario

Arnold's death—"and the fact of your knife being the weapon

used—your knife—stained to the hilt with—her heart's blood."

The words choked him ; he stopped suddenly—then with a

frown and a shrug went on

—



134 Thou art the Man.

" It's a ghastly business, Mountford. You must see for your-

self how black it looks."

"I see that as plainly as you, but I am not going to run

away."

"Ain't you? Eemember after to-night, unless to-morrow's

inquiry should be adjourned, you mayn't have a chance of

escape. From this place—with the people about here—you

may get away as easily as Bazaine got away from St. Marguerite;

but if the inquiry ends in your committal, and you are trans-

ferred to Carlisle, it will be all over with you, and you must
stand the racket."

" I mean to stand the racket. If I am guilty let me suffer.

If I am innocent—well, I suppose Providence will watch my case,

and the real facts of the murder will come to light, somehow."

Urquhart stared at him in blank amazement.
" You talk of yourself as if you were not sure of yourself—as

if you might have murdered her," he exclaimed.
" I am not sure of myself, or of what happened during my

lapse of consciousness any more than an habitual sleep-walker

can be sure that no strange thing has happened during his

sleep. The fact that he can remember nothing is no proof that

nothing has happened."
" No, no, I understand. You are right in that," said Urquhart,

evidently impressed, "and this murder was so motiveless, so

unnecessary ; a girl whom no one could have hated—young,

beautiful. Why should anyone murder her ? It is a terrible

case—terrible, for if you should be pardoned on the ground of

lunacy, that would mean a lifelong imprisonment. At Her
Majesty's pleasure! Think what those words mean. A life,

Mountford, a life ! There are men pining in madhouses to-day

who were shut up when the Queen was a young woman, when
everything in this world was different from what it is to-day.

Men who have never seen the world we live in ; who would not

recognise the cities they once knew or the places in which their

boyhood was spent. Men whose lives have rotted away inside

the walls of Hanwell or Colney Hatch."

"But if he is innocent, as I feel and know that he is—flight

would be madness ; it would be to stamp himself guilty."

"My dear Sibyl, that is a girl's heroic way of looking at
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things. I, as poor Mountford's friend, take a more prosaic

view. All the chances are against him if he stay to stand his

trial. Nobody can doubt that he will be committed for trial.

On that point there can be no question. Between to-night

and to-morrow morning there is the possibility of getting him
away. It is only a possibility, mark you, and it will require

sharp action on the part of his friends—you and me, for instance

—and a lavish use of money ; but it may be done. After to-

morrow it may be impossible ; it will be impossible if the inquiry

finish to-morrow."
" You hear what he says, Brandon ? " said Sibyl, appealingly,

the tears streaming down her pallid cheeks, her hands clasping

Brandon's arm, as he stood motionless, seemingly unmoved by
Urquhart's urgency.

" Yes, I hear him—but I will take my chance."

" No, no, you must escape ; think what the danger is—death,

or a lifelong misery. Brandon, be rational, for my sake !

"

He looked down at her with a smile which transfigured him.
" My angel, for your sake ! What would I not do for your

sake? But, dear love, between you and me there is a great

gulf fixed. What does it matter where I live, or how I die ?

I must live or die apart from you."
" Brandon, for my sake ! Don't trouble about the future.

Providence may be kinder to us than you think, if we are true

to each other. We will get you away from this place—out of

England—if you will only be governed by us. Wo can do it,

Mr. Urquhart. The people here will do anything for me "

" And for hard cash," interjected Urquhart.

"All you have to do is to let us act for you. Everything

must be done in a few hours. You won't refuse to make the

attempt, Brandon, for my sake, for my sake."

She urged that one argument which a woman thinks infallible

when she loves and knows herself beloved.

"Is there no risk for her in the attempt?" Brandon asked,

turning to Urquhart.
" Not the slightest. Sir Joseph is a king in this place, and

can do no wrong ; and his daughter shares his immunity. The
people will be blind, deaf, dumb, if she asks them—and pays

them."



136 Thou art the Man.

" Sibyl, you shall be the ruler of my life. If you wish me to

make my escape—although in the very attempt I stand self-

accused "

" No, no, it will only give you time. Who knows if some

new evidence may not be found, when you are far away. The
murderer may confess; some clue may be discovered, some link

in the chain of circumstances which no one can foresee or

imagine now. Only be guided by us, Brandon, and all will

go well."

She spoke with confidence. Her look was full of hope as sue

clasped his hand at parting.

" Come along," said Urquhart, " there's no time to lose."

CHAPTER XIII.

" GRUDGED I SO MUCH TO DIE ?
"

" Now," said Sibyl, when she and Urquhart were walking along

the windblown path towards the inn where she had left her

maid, " now, Mr. Urquhart, what is the first thing to be done ?
"

He was astonished at the firmness of her tone, the air of

resolute courage in so young a girl ; a girl who never before

had been brought face to face with crime or danger ; a girl

who, in the circumstances, might have been forgiven had she

abandoned herself to hysteria in her own room, instead of being

here under the dark night sky, ready to dare anything for the

man she loved.

" You must be very fond of him," he said, grudgingly, " or

you would never have come to this place to-night."
" I am very fond of him, and I no more believe that he killed

poor Marie "—with a stifled sob—" than that I was walking in

my sleep in the wood, and that this hand of mine killed her.

There was some one else—some one who will be found and
brought to justice in God's own good time."

" Perhaps; but God's own time may be soon enough to prove

His omnipotence, yet not to save an innocent man's neck."

"I did not think you would care so much for him as to

trouble yourself what became of him. I am sorry for having
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been so mistaken in you, Mr. Urquhart. I thought you hard

and worldly, caring for no one but yourself; but the hour of

trouble has shown the best side of your nature."

" Oh, one can't help feeling sorry for a fellow in such a fix as

that. What you and I are going to do may be a risky thing;

but if we can get him off safely—well, it will be a life saved,

most likely ; for I don't think the verdict would be anything

less than wilful murder. You and I may know that if he did

the thing he did it in an interval of aberration ; but there is no
evidence to show that he was ever out of his mind, and the

theory would hardly hold good with a jury, or even with the

Home Secretary afterwards."

" Nothing would ever make me believe him guilty."

" Ah, that's a woman's way of looking at the matter. You
love him; ergo he can do no wrong. Even in a moment of

lunacy there would be a special providence to keep him straight.

Another man—as good a man—might give way to an irresistible

impulse of jealousy and anger—the impulse to destroy the

creature he loved best in the world, perhaps. Such things have

been. But no such a thing could happen to your lover."

There was an offensive tone in that last word which passed

by Sibyl like the idle wind. She was supremely indifferent

about Mr. Urquhart's opinion of her conduct. She thought of

him only as she might have thought of a paid servant who
promised to be useful in a dire extremity.

The road along which they were walking skirted the face of

the cliff, and ascended towards the village, which was a little

way inland, and on higher ground than the coastguard station

and lock-up—a long straggling village of pitmen's houses, with

an inn at each end and a rustic shop here and there. The
houses were better built than most pitmen's houses, and the

village boasted a workmen's club and readiDg room, and an

infirmary, while about half a mile off, in a rustic lane, backed

by the woods which joined Ellerslie, an old grey stone manor

house had been fitted up as a convalescent home, where the

pitmen and their wives and children were provided with rest

and care after any serious illne?s or any accident of their trade.

The lock-up ^ as away from everything except the coastguard,

and the constable's cottage close by. It had no doubt been
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found that with the coastguard on one side and the constable

on the other, this village gaol was tolerably secure as a tem-

porary place of durance.
" Tell me what we have to do ? " Sibyl said, presently.

" We have to get your friend clear away before daylight. I

have been thinking it out since we left him. The only thing to

be done is to get him on board a fishing smack which will land

him somewhere along the coast, the farther from here the better.

When he is on board her he can change his clothes for a spare

suit of the fisherman's which can be ready for him, and his own
things can be stowed away or thrown overboard. When he sets

foot on land again he must appear as a rough sea-going man,

whom no one will think of identifying with the missing gentle-

man from Ellerslie. What you have to do is to get as much
ready cash as you can scrape together—not less than two

hundred pounds—and bring it to me as soon as you possibly

can. I shall wait for you and the money at the Fisherman's

Eest—the inn at the other end of the village—not the Higginson

Arms, where you left your maid. And while you are getting

the money I shall be making my bargain with the men who
are to find the boat, and trying to secure Coxon, the constable."

" I have my own account at the Carlisle Bank. My father

opened an account for me on my last birthday. I can write

any cheques you want."
" Cheques are no use. The men wouldn't look at a cheque

—

least of all Coxon, whose conscience will have to be bought.

You must get me gold or notes."

" It will be difficult. I could only get them from father."

"Then you must appeal to your father. This is a matter

of life and death, remember, and we have only three or four

hours. When to-night is gone our chance will be gone."
" I know, I know. Yes, it must be done. My father must

help me."

They parted on the threshold of the Higginson Arms, com-
monly spoken of as the Arms, a house with certain pretensions,

and which had been known to accommodate an occasional

tourist—a low, stone house, with a parlour that was the pride

of the landlady's heart, and whose chief ornament was a

monstrous and stony-looking stuffed salmon, in a glass case.
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Here, in contemplation of a round table, furnished with a largo

assortment of pious literature, sat Miss Higginson's maid,

Ferriby, yawning dismally.

She started up at her mistress' entrance.

"Lor, miss, I thought you was never coming back," said

Ferriby, who had been promoted from the village school to

attendance on Sir Joseph's daughter. " It's past eleven

o'clock."

" I can't help that, Ferriby. We must make haste home
now ; come along."

Not a word said Miss Higginson to her maid during the

hurried walk through a lane and across a field, to a gate which

opened into Ellerslie Park. It was a long and lonely walk

under a threatening sky, and Ferriby, with the vivid remem-
brance of last night's horror, felt as if the air were thick with

ghosts.

They heard the stable clock striking twelve before they came
to the side door near Sibyl's rooms, the key of which door was

in Ferriby's pocket.

" It will be daylight at four," thought Sibyl, " only four

hours."

She was glad to see the lighted windows of her father's

study, and to know that either he or Andrew Orlebar was
still up.

" Shall I get you some lemonade and a biscuit before you go

to bed, miss?" asked the maid. "You must be dreadfully

tired after that long walk."
" Nonsense, Ferriby, you know I think nothing of such a

walk. I don't want anything, and I'm not going to bed just

yet. But you can go as soon as you like. I shan't want you

any more to-night."

" Not to brush your hair, miss ? I should like to give your

hair a good brushing. It might be a relief to your poor head."

" No, no. There is nothing amiss with my head."

"Oh, miss, I don't believe there can be a head in this house

as doesn't ache—after what we all went through last night,"

and Ferriby burst into tears.

"Go, go!" criod Sibyl, imperiously. "Do you think tears

can do any good '?

"
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" They can't bring her back," whimpered Ferriby ;
" but

they ease an aching 'eart. Let me take your 'at and scarf,

miss, at least."

" No. Haven't I told you to go to bed '! Don't worry me."

Ferriby, upon being thus cruelly snubbed, went sobbing

upstairs. She was a year or so older than Sibyl, who had
taught her in the Sunday School, and whom she adored. This
was the first time her young mistress had spoken so unkindly.

" Who can wonder at it ? " whimpered Ferriby, " we're all

of us un'inged."

Sibyl went to her father's door, and found it locked as it had
been earlier in the evening. Sir Joseph had been in that room
all day, so far as Sibyl knew. There had been no family

meeting at dinner. Mr. Drquhart had sat at table alone under
the searching eyes of butler and footmen, and, as reported by
those attendants, had eaten about as much of each course as

would lie on a shilling, and yet he looked cool enough, and
hardly a bit cut up, said the butler.

Grief in the servants' hall was more demonstrative, but did

not show itself in loss of appetite.

" Father, I want to speak to you. Pray let me in. It is

about something urgent."

She heard her father cross the room, with a heavier tread

than usual. He unlocked the door, and she went in, and father

and daughter stood for a few moments looking at each other

in the lamplight.

Sir Joseph's eyelids were red and swollen, his swarthy skin

was livid, and his whole aspect bore the marks of a complete

abandonment to grief. Sibyl put her arms round his neck,

and kissed him with compassionate love.

"Dear father, I am so sorry for your grief. I know how
dearly you loved her."

" Not so dearly as I ought to have loved her, Sibyl. I made
her a dependent in my house—only a humble dependent. That

is a bitter thought, Sibyl, now she is gone—gone from us by
such a cruel fate. My God, my God !

"

His hands clutched distractedly at his hair, he sank down
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into the chair where he had been sitting when Sibyl came to

the door, and the iron-grey head was bowed over the table,

amongst the scattered papers which his trembling hands had
tossed here and there in the vain pretence of attending to the

day's business.

"Dear father, you denied her nothing; she was like my
sister. You can have nothing to regret in your conduct to

her. You were all goodness "

"You don't know, child. Don't talk to me about her. It

hurts me to hear you talk of her. The blow has fallen, and
I must bear it."

" Father, I want you to answer one question. Do you believe

that Brandon Mountford murdered her ?
"

" No, I do not—no, in spite of the damning evidence against

him. No, for a man of his character and his lineage, my dear

wife's race—such a deed must be impossible. I cannot believe

him guilty, though every circumstance points to guilt. No,

I believe she was sacrificed to the malignity of some ruffian

who had a grudge against me."
" Against you, father ? Why, all your men adore you."

"No, Sibyl. There are always black sheep. However
popular an employer may be, he is never without enemies. If

I have been a good master to good servants, I have been hard
as iron in my dealings with bad subjects. I have made ex-

amples when they were needed. I should never have held my
own with that rough lot if I had been afraid of lettiDg 'em
have it hot when they tried to get the upper hand. It's likely

enough that some vindictive devil struck at me, through her,

through my poor, innocent girl. Thank God for one thing,

there were no signs of a struggle. The villain's knife took her

by surprise. Three swift blows from the savage hand—no
struggle, no time for terror and agony. Death, sudden death
—only death."

The large, muscular hands were strained across his eyes,

and the stooping shoulders were shaken by the violence of

his sobs.

" My poor girl ; caught like a lamb in the clutch of a tiger-
but it was death, swift and sudden. It might have been
worse."
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Sibyl knelt by his chair, clinging to him, leaning her head

against his arm, trying to comfort him by mute sympathy, a

love that needed no words.

When the storm was over he looked down at her kindly, but

with a far-off look, as if he hardly knew her.

" You wanted something," he said. " What was it ?
"

" I want you to give me some money, father ; a good deal

—

at least two hundred pounds, in cash. I can give you my
cheque for the full amount. I have drawn very little of the

five hundred pounds you paid into the bank for me on my
birthday—but I must have two hundred to-night, in notes

or gold."

Her father looked at her wonderingly, but with the look

of a man whose troubled brain is only dimly impressed by any

circumstance outside the point upon which all his thoughts

are centred.

"I don't understand what you can want with so much
money," he said. " Is it for someone in distress ?

"

" Yes, for some one in great distress."

" Surely to-morrow would be time enough ?
"

" No, no, it must be to-night."

" How impulsive you are—just like your poor mother. There

is some money in that drawer—the drawer with the key in

it—some notes that were brought me this morning. Nearly

three hundred pounds ; some of my March rents. Take what

you want, and go. I am better alone. This muddled head

of mine can't stand the strain of talking to anyone—not even

to you."

He rose and walked up and down the room, while Sibyl knelt

in front of his writing table and opened the money drawer.

The notes were of various denominations, and it took her some

minutes to make up the sum she required ; and then she went

to her father, kissed him silently, and left him with a murmured
goodnight.

She met his faithful secretary creeping out of the billiard-

room, where there was a solitary lamp burning.

"You will look after my poor father, won't you, Mr. Orlebar?

He is in a sad state of mind."

"Yes, I am waiting for him. I hope I shall get him to bed
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presently. He was up all last night. It is killing -work for a

man of his age. I wish you could stay with him, Miss Higgin-

son. You might help to persuade him to take some rest."

" No, no, he doesn't want me," Sibyl answered hurriedly, as

she went towards the lobby that opened to the garden.

She had not taken off her hat or jacket. Andrew Orlebar

looked after her wonderingly, as she vanished in the darkness

of the corridor. That she should be leaving her father when
her presence might have been useful to him was strange in so

affectionate a daughter. That she should be dressed for walk-

ing at that hour of the night was even more surprising. While

he stood thinking over her conduct he heard the lobby door

shut, blown to by the wind which was just beginning to rise.

The door had slipped out of Sibyl's hand while she was

trying to shut it noiselessly. The sky was moonless and star-

less, and there was a fine, drizzling rain falling, scarcely more
perceptible than dew, and it was not till she was near the end

of her journey that Sibyl knew the penetrating capacity of

that fine rain, but by that time her thin cloth jacket was wet

through.

There was a light burning in a lower window at the Fisher-

man's Kest, but the door was shut, and Sibyl stood for a few

moments wondering whether she ought to knock, when she saw

a bright red spot travelling towards her along the dark road,

which proved to be the lighted end of Urquhart's cigar.

"You have been very quick," he said as he came to her.

" Have you got the money ?
"

" Yes, two hundred pounds in notes—twenties, tens, fives,"

answered Sibyl, handing him the packet.
" Capital. You are a brave girl, and you may congratulate

yourself in the clays to come upon having saved Mountford's

life. I have made my bargain with three of the best men in

the village. They have a good boat, and they will be able to

land him wherever he likes between here and Bowness. They

will be ready to start before daybreak. One of them will be

waiting on the beach with a dinghy. I have made everything

square with Coxon. It wasn't an easy business, and he is to

have fifty pounds—an exorbitant price for giving the key of

the door and being deaf and dumb till to-morrow morning. He
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has lent me the axe with which he chops his wood, and when
Mountford is off I am to slip the key under the door of his

cottage, where I can find it in the morning, and I am to knock

the door of the lock-up about, smash the lock, and so on, so as

to give the idea of an escape by violence; and now I'll take

you to Mountford, and it will be your business to get him off

quietly, and without any Quixotic nonsense on his part, while

I look after the men. Stay, you had better take him a couple

of ten-pound notes. He may be without money, and you'll

have to arrange with him where his goods and chattels are to

be sent. Yon can do anything with him, you see. You will

succeed where I might fail. Eemember, it is a question of life

or death
"

" Yes, yes, I know, and yet I may be doing him the crudest

wrong in urging him to escape. All the world will say he is

guilty."

" All the world will think very little about him when once

he has dropped through. In a case of this kind interest and
curiosity soon die if they are not fed with daily scraps in the

newspapers. When Mountford has vanished, and the funeral

is over, this tragedy will be as if it had never been. Here we
are at his door. Now, Sibyl, I leave you to manage him.

When the men are ready I'll come and fetch him."

He unlocked the door and left Sibyl to go in alone.

Brandon was sitting at the table, in the dim light of the

smoky candles, his watch lying in front of him, as if he had

been counting the minutes in the weariness of waiting. He
started up as she entered, and clasped her hand, and lifted it

to his lips.

" My darling, why are you about at such an hour ? To think

that you should care for me so much—that you should be here

in this wretched hole
;
you—in the dead of the night—caring

and thinkiDg for me—robbed of sleep and rest and comfort

for me."
" I shall be better able to rest when I know you are safe,

Brandon. I offered you my love yesterday. Do you think I

offered myself lightly to a man I cared about so little that I

could stop at home idle and content while he was in sorrow and
danger ? No, you could not think so badly of me. You know
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that 'whatever a woman can do I will do—bar the door with my
light arm, like Kate Barlass, to keep out your enemies, if need

were."

She smiled at him through her tears—smiled with love so

irresistible that he caught her in his arms and their lips met
in a despairing kiss.

" My God," he cried, " a man might live and die for one such

moment as this ! I am content, Sibyl. No matter where I go,

or what becomes of me—however I may be tossed about in the

tempest of life—cast on whatever strand—I must still remember
—still take comfort from the memory that you have loved

me."

"And shall always love you, whatever may become of mc.

But now be reasonable, cool, clear-headed. And first, take this

money," giving him the two notes.

" What for? '

" Because you may be wandering about for some time before

you can get at your own money. And you may not have much
about you."

" The change of a ten-pound cheque, of which I have given

a sovereign to my gaoler."

" Mr. Urquhart was right, then, as to your wanting money ?
"

" Mr. Urquhart is very thoughtful. I don't understand why
he should take so much trouble about me."

" It is surely common humanity in him. You and he have

been companions and friends since you came to Ellerslie."

" Companions, yes. I don't know much about friendship.

Mr. Urquhart has always impressed me with the idea that he

has only one friend in the world—the friend who goes under
his own hat."

" You have been unjust to him. Trouble brings out a man's
better nature. He lias been intensely in earnest about you

—

most energetic in helping you."
" Yes; but why, Sibyl, why ?

"

" Brandon, are you a cynic ? I know he is, but I did not

think you were an unbeliever in other people's goodness."
" An unbeliever, when Providence has sent an angel across

my pathway? No, no, no, Sibyl. I believe there are stray

spirits from Heaven who are allowed to visit this dull earth
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now and then, in the shape of women like you. But I don't

believe in the friendship of Hubert Urquhart. Is it his money
you have given mo?"

'' No, no, it is mine."
•' I am glad of that."

She told him about the boat, and that all he had to do was to

wait quietly till Urquhart summoned him. The interval was

not likely to be long.

They waited longer than Sibyl had anticipated, waited with

the rude wooden shutters open to the night sky, which was
covered with ragged black clouds that foretold windy weather.

The wind had been rising since midnight, and it had blown

away the soft imperceptible rain, and seemed to be blowing the

stars about—only a few stars scattered wide apart in the dark

canopy.

"I'm afraid you'll have rough weather," Sibyl said, as she

listened to the sobbing swell of the waves on the beach below,

and the shrill note of the wind.
" No, no, it won't be much, or if it were I have not far to go.

I can be landed at the first sheltered spot ; the boat I am to

sail in can hug the shore. No doubt the men know every inch

of the coast between here and Bowness. They can land me
where they like, and as soon as they like."

" Not too near here ; remember everyone will know you are

gone to-morrow morning. You will be hunted for."

" Yes, like a hunted animal. A position of that kind does

not enhance a man's sense of personal dignity. I am to wear
another man's clothes, to sneak about pretending to be some-

thing that I am not. I must try to talk like a Cumberland
fisherman, and must inevitably be found out. My speech will

betray me."

He was walking up and down excitedly, with suppressed
impatience. He had promised to do this thing, but he hated

himself for doing it. He had, as it were, given his life into

Sibyl's keeping, but he could but feel he was something less

than a true man in allowing a woman to dispose of his fate.

He could but feel that the manlier course would have been to

abide the issue of things, to wait for the worst that the world's

injustice could do to him.
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Or if he were in very truth a murderer, were it not better to

let the law deal with him ? What joy or peace could he ever

know upon earth while he was unconvinced upon that point,

while in his own mind it was an open question whether he had
killed the girl ?

There was but briefest speech during that long hour of

waiting. Brandon paced up and down in moody silence. All

had been said that words could say between those two. The
story of hopeless love had been told.

Sibyl stood by the open window watching those rainy clouds,

amidst which the rare stars glimmered. A sky of evil omen
it seemed to her sad eyes. The dark, ragged clouds grouped
themselves into a funeral train, and she shuddered as she

thought of the dismal procession which was to leave Ellerslie

early in the coming week. The first funeral which would
leave those doors since her mother's death had taught her the

inevitable end of all things human. Inevitable, yes, but not

like this—not as it had come to her adopted sister.

" Poor Marie," she thought. " I am so selfish in my sorrow

for the man I love that I have no time to grieve for her. Grief

will come by-and-by when he is safe—safe, but far away—and
when I shall have nothing to think of but the friends that are

lost."

Brandon looked at his watch many times during that interval

of waiting. Half-past two—the first hour gone—three, an hour
and a half.

" Your friend is slow in making his plans," he said presently.
" I fear you may be missed at home. The whole household
would run distracted if that were so."

" No, there will be no one to miss me. I sent my maid to

bod, and came out by the garden door, for which I have my
own'key. No one ever locks that door. We are not a nervous

household at Ellerslie."

Quick footsteps sounded outside, a key was turned in the

door, and Urquhart looked in.

" Now," he said, " all is ready. Look sharp. It will be light

in less than an hour. Come, Mountford."

Brandon paused on the threshold. Sibyl went to him and

put her hand in his, simply, confidingly.
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" God keep you and comfort you," she said, " wherever you

may go."

The words were low and fervent, and had all the earnestness

of a prayer.
" My beloved, if I get clear out of the trap that Fate has set

for me, I shall owe you my life ; but it will be only a broken

life without you."
" Come along," said Urquhart, angrily. " Don't stand there

exchanging pretty speeches when every minute adds to the

danger."

He took hold of Brandon's arm and drew him across the

threshold.

" I'll come back for you, Sibyl, when I've seen him safe on

board."
' f No, no, I! shall go home alone. I want no one. You had

better lock the door."

" No ; stay where you are till I come back."

He shut the door quickly as he spoke, locked it, and put the

key in his pocket.

" For God's sake, don't leave her there ! " said Brandon.
" She'll be frightened in that dismal den."

" Not she. You don't know what a spirit that girl has. I

shall be back in ten minutes. Come along; follow me dow»n

the path to the beach, and look out for squalls. The track is

narrow and ragged, and a slip means death."

Sibyl was not frightened, but she was angry at being treated

like a child, locked in that miserable room, with the burnt-down
candles smoking and flickering on the dirty deal table, and the

rusty grating between her and the outside world. "Why should

Urquhart have prevented her going back to Ellerslie alone, as

she had come? She hated the idea of his company for the

homeward walk. He would talk to her of Brandon, would
discuss what had been done, speculate upon his future, and to

hear Hubert "Urquhart talk of the man she loved would be

hateful. He had been useful; he had done things that she

could not have done, with all her ardent desire to rescue her

lover. He had acted while she had talked. He had the

strongest claim upon her gratitude, but she did not want his

company to-night.
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She walked across the room, and, looking towards the grating,

she was startled by the apparition of a face—two faces—peering

in at her.

" Who's there ? " she cried.

There was no answer, but she heard footsteps scuttling off in

the loose shingle, and she felt assured that someone had been

watching.

The thought was not a pleasant one. She knew not how
long or how often those unknown faces had been there. Strange

unfriendly eyes might have been peering in at her and Brandon,

even in that one moment of abandonment, that kiss, which meant
parting and despair.

She welcomed the turning of the key in the lock, and even

Urquhart's company was better than her own vexed thoughts.
" Is he safe ? " she asked.
'* He is dancing gaily over the water, in the Mary Jane, with

every thread of canvas straining in a favourable wind . He will

be in Scotland before breakfast-time at Ellerslie, and it will

be his own fault if he doesn't take the first steamer that

will carry him across the sea, and so make a clean dis-

appearance."
" There has been someone looking in at that grating," said

Sibyl, pointing to the window, and then she described that

brief vision of two inquisitive faces.

" I'm f orry for that
!

" Urquhart said, with a vexed air. " I'm
sorry anyone in the village should know you were here."

Sibyl was outside the door by this time, and Urquhart was
examining the lock, before beginning operations with the hatchet

which he had brought with him.
" I don't like the idea of being watched," she said, " but

as to their knowing I am here—I don't think that matters."
" Perhaps not, but your villager lias an infernal long tongue,

and you don't want the whole neighbourhood magging about

Miss Higginson and her interest in a possible murderer."
" I will never admit that possibility ; and I don't care who

knows I am interested in him."
" You're a plucky girl. Now, just take a look round before I

smash this lock, and tell me if the coast is clear."

He had taken off his coat, ready to begin work. Sibyl made
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a rapid circuit of lock-up and cottage, and came back to the

door.

"All right?"

"All right!"

"Then here goes !

"

He took a screw-driver from his pocket, and tried to get the

screws out of the lock, but the lock was solid enough to have

locked a fortress, and the screws were embedded in rust. He
could not move them.

" I thought as much," he said. " The door couldn't have

opened without violence. Now for a few artistic touches."

Pie hacked and hewed the woodwork round the lock, sending

the splinters flying, and smashing the worm-eaten panel, which

sent out a cloud of dust and rottenness at every stroke. Five

minutes' work made a ruin of door and jamb.

"That will clear Coxon's character," he said; "and now to

get rid of my tools."

He ran to the little garden, behind Coxon's cottage, and
disposed of the hatchet and screw-driver under a thicket of

gooseberry bushes near the back door.

Sibyl had walked some little way along the cliff path by the

time he overtook her.

" What a hurry you are in !
" he said, as he rejoined her.

" There is nothing more to be done. You are sure he got off

safely?"
" I saw him on board the smack. If the wind holds as it is

now he'll be far away north-east before noon."

There were ragged streaks of a pale cold grey in the east,

and the sea showed faintly livid under that first glimmer of

dawn. It was not a sky of pleasant omen, and Sibyl, who had

been reared on that coast and knew the signs of sea and sky, saw

the menace of a storm. Her hope was that foul weather might

be slow in coming, and that the man she loved might be safe on
shore before the beginning of evil.

She had nothing to say to Urquhart in the walk back to

Ellerslie, and she walked her fastest, partly because of that

agitated state of mind in which it was impossible to walk slowly,

partly in her desire to escape conversation ; but at the door he

stopped her, with his hand upon her arm.
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" How you must love that man i
" he said, as if the ejacula-

tion were the result of his brooding thoughts during that silent

walk.

"I do love him," she answered, turning to look &t him. " I

am not ashamed of loving him. His father loved my mother

before ever she saw my father's face. Fate parted them. Fate

is parting Brandon and me—but I love him, I love him as the

best and truest man I have ever known—except my father—or

am ever likely to know."
'•' That sounds as if you Had a bad opinion of my sex in

general," said Urquhart, with a sneering laugh.

"I don't think you are all of you perfect—but I am not

going to quarrel with you this morning, Mr. Urquhart, for you
h&ve done a kind and generous thing, and I am grateful."

" You will have more reason to be when you find how general

the belief in Mountford's guilt is, and how strong the net which

you and I have cut through.".

Sibyl went quietly up to her room, supposing that Urquhart

would follow her example; but instead of going upstairs he

waited till the sound of her light footsteps had died away in

the distance, and then he reopened the door by which they had

entered, and went out again into the bleak morning, and away

at a swinging pace towards the road that led to the railway

station, distant a long three miles.

He looked at his watch as he went out of the shrubbery gate.

" Four o'clock. There is a train that will do for me at three

minutes past five."

CHAPTEE XIV

" WHAT LOVE WAS EVEK AS DEEP AS A GRAVE ?

"

The fatigue that Sibyl had gone through since nightfall had

made no impression upon her physical being, or no impression

of which her mind was conscious. If her limbs ached with the

tramping to and fro and up and down over the rough ground

by the cliff, she had no consciousness of her pain. Her mental

suffering, her keen anxieties, her grief and horror at the deed
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that had been done, left no room in her consciousness for the

sensation of bodily pain. She walked up and down her bed-

room, and in and out to her balcony, in the light of a gloomy

dawn, or stood looking at the sea and the sky.

A wild sky, a rough sea, a livid dawn that heralded a tem-

pestuous day ! And she had driven him out into the storm

;

she had urged him to act against his own judgment, which
would have bidden him face his danger. Was it wise, was it

well ? Now that the act was irrevocable—now that the shattered

door told its story of prison breaking and ignominious flight,

she asked herself that question with maddening iteration.

Ignominious flight. Yes, that was the word. The man who
flies from the face of Justice must needs submit to the ignominy

that attaches to all flight. Innocence should stand firm, and
wait the worst that Fate can do.

No doubt that was the idealist's view of the situation. But
then came the thought of stern reality—the possible conviction

—the possible gallows—the inscrutable perversity of Fate which

sometimes dooms an innocent man to a disgraceful death, all

for want of some little clue to thread that labyrinth of circum-

stantial evidence, and get at the core of truth hidden somewhere
in the midst of it. Guiltless men have been hanged, even in

this enlightened age, and to the end of time there will always

be that cruel possibility of innocence paying the penalty intended

for guilt.

On the whole, therefore, Sibyl was thankful that she had
helped to get Brandon Mountford out of the clutch of the law.

For the time being he might suffer in honour and reputation

by that escape, he might have to exist under a heavy cloud

—

an exile in some distant country, living under a false name, cut

off from all the friends and associations of his youth. But in

the years to come the clue to the mystery might be found, and
the wrong might be righted.

"Who could have done it?" Sibyl asked herself, with her
hands strained across her forehead, as if she wanted to wring
some sudden inspiration out of her tired brain—" Who could

have done it ? " she asked, and then told herself, despairingly,
" I feel as if all my thinking powers were gone. I can imagine

no one who would do such a deed. Everybody liked her. She
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had no enemy. It could only have been some ruffian, with the

wild beasts' thirst for blood—some madman.
"A madman, yes!" Sibyl turned sick with agony as she

remembered what Brandon Mountford had told her about that

inscrutable disease which can change sanity to madness, the

sudden clouding of the brain, the maniac's impulse towards evil.

" Oh, if it were he, after all ! If my conviction of his innocence

should be a mere delusion, born of my love for him ! Well ,"

after a pause, " if it is so, I am the more thankful that he is

free. My poor, afflicted love, marked out by Fate to bear so

cruel a burden. Who would not help you to escape the bitter

consequences ?
"

And then came a still more appalling thought. If he had

done this thing; if his unconscious hand had taken Marie

Arnold's life, who could say whether this first crime might

not be the beginning of a series of murders ? The murderous
impulse might recur, and this man—the man she admired and

loved, the man of high birth and gentle breeding—might

become a scourge and a horror to his fellow-men ; a wretch

whose death or whose lifelong imprisonment would be required

for the safety of others.

She flung herself upon her bed, and hid her face from the

daylight, awe-stricken at the horror her own thoughts had

conjured up. The wind shrieked in the chimney, and there

was something hideously human in the sound. One gust more
violent than the rest seemed to shake even those solid walls.

There was a dreadful silence in the house next morning when
Sibyl awoke from a sleep of sheer exhaustion. She was lying

on the bed, still wearing the black gown in which she had
walked to and fro, with all the dust and chalk of the road and

the cliff upon it ; but careful hands had spread a down coverlet

over her, and the morning cup of tea which she generally took

at seven o'clock was on the little table by her bed, showing that

the faithful IVrriby had been watching her slumbers. The
window she had left open was shut, and the closed Venetians

darkened the room. Sibyl sprang up from the bed, and ran to

look at the clock on the mautelpiece.

A quarter to eleven. How long, how heavily she had slept

—
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a dreamless sleep, unshadowed by any consciousness of the

sorrow that made waking so terrible. The wind had been

raging when she last looked at sky and sea. The sky was
calm enough now, when she opened the shutters and looked

seaward; a dull grey sky; but the waves were rising and
falling with a slow and sullen force, and the livid patches of

foam showed here and there upon the leaden-coloured expanse.

She rang her bell, and Ferriby came bustling in.

" Oh, how tired you must have been, miss—regular dead

beat, to fall asleep in your clothes, and sleep from twelve o'clock

to close upon eleven—all but twelve hours. You, too, such a

light sleeper. I've got your bath ready ; but let me fetch you
a fresh cup of tea first. You can't drink that stuff," pointing

to the neglected cup. " It's stone cold."

" Never mind the tea. Yes, I was very tired ; my bones are

still aching."

" And I don't wonder at it, miss. Dear, oh dear, what times

we're living in ! Such a storm early this morning ! We shall

hear of ever so many boats lost before dark, Hampton says."

And then Ferriby related how Mr. Mountford had broken

out of the lock-up in the midst of the storm, a proceeding to

which she evidently attached an idea of Satanic intervention,

as if he must have made his bargain with Zamiel or Mephis-

topheles ; and how the hue and cry had been raised, and the

country was being searched far and near, and the telegraph

wires at Ardliston Post Office were working as they had never

worked before.

"And all I can say is I hope they won't find him," concluded

Ferriby. "He was the nicest gentleman that ever came into

this house—and if he did murder that poor young lady in a fit

of madness—as they say he did—why, it was his affliction, and
not his fault."

" Who says that he murdered her ?
"

" Well, miss, everybody thinks he did it, and madness would
be his only excuse. Not that there was anything like madness
in his ways. Thomas, who always waited upon him, says there

was never a politer, quieter gentleman. None of your swear-

ing or flying out at a servant for nothing. He had rather a

nervous manner sometimes, Thomas says—a little absent-minded
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—but never no violence—nothing that looked like being out of

his mind."

Poor Brandon! To be discussed, and anatomised in the

servants' hall— to have fallen so low—the talk of the village

inn—hunted by policemen, his description telegraphed from

place to place.

It was nearly one o'clock when Sibyl went downstairs, white

as a ghost, in her black gown, and wandered aimlessly about

the house, almost wondering not to see Marie's bright face in

any of the rooms. This dread mystery of death was so difficult

to realise, even now, after all she had suffered within the last

day and a half. The horror of the murder was ever present in

her mind, but she had not yet realised the actuality of death,

the disappearance of one familiar face, the silence of that voice

that had so lately been part of her home and of her life. Never

more, to see Marie Arnold—the companion of all her girlish

years, the happy years in which there had been no shadow of

care. Now life seemed all care, and terror, and difficulty.

It needed all her stoicism to visit the room where the dead

girl was lying—that room now so quiet, and pure, and peaceful

—yesterday deSled by the muddy boots of the coroner's jury,

filled with ghoulish mutterings and whisperings. Not a trace

of 'those rough visitors remained to-day. The white curtained

bed rose pale in the dim light that crept through closely fastened

Venetians, and the coverlet was almost hidden under white

flowers—azalias, lilies, all the most precious blooms that the

hothouses of Ellerslie could supply.

Sir Joseph's own trembling lips had given the order.

"Be sure there are plenty of flowers. She was so fond of

flowers."

" You'd like to see her, wouldn't you, miss ? " asked Ferriby,

when her mistress was dressed.

Like ! No, it could not be a question of liking. Every nerve

contracted with pain at the thought. Like, no. But it was

her duty, perhaps—a duty she owed to the dead, to stand for a

little while by that placid form, which could nover more rise

up and hold out loving arms towards tho adopted sister. It

might seem cold-hearted, self-absorbed, to keep aloof from that
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awful room, where the great mystery offered its solemn question

to Christian and philosopher alike.

After this, what ? Or is this the end ?

Ferriby's tone implied that her mistress ought to look upon

the dead, and Sibyl wanted to do what was right. She wanted

all the household to know how truly she had loved Marie

Arnold.

She went to the door of the room—that room which she used

to enter so gaily a dozen times a day—to show Marie this or

that—books, flowers, finery—to ask questions, to tell little

scraps of girlish news, to discuss an idea, any sudden fancy

that had flashed into her brain.

Marie had been the only close companion of those impres-

sionable years—the years which change the child into a woman.
An upper housemaid opened the door at Sibyl's light knock,

and the cool darkness of the room, the perfume of lilies sug-

gested a chapel in some southern land. Sibyl looked fearfully

towards the white bed. Yes, there was that rigid outline under

the snowy sheet. That which she had seen and shuddered at

in painting and sculpture, but which her eyes had never looked

upon till now in its terrible reality, for the father's thoughtful

care had excluded the child from the room where her mother

lay in that last sleep. Slowly, and with noiseless footsteps, she

approached the bed, but when the housemaid put out her hand

to raise the snowy lawn which lay so lightly over that marble

form, Sibyl stopped her with a faint cry.

" No, no, no ! Let me remember her as I knew her—not

like this."

She sank on her knees at the foot of the bed, covered her face

with her hands, and thought a prayer—a prayer for the repose

of that passionate soul—such a prayer as the Anglican Church
forbids, but which instinct prompts whenever the living look

upon the dead. She prayed for the peace of the dead, and
prayed still more fervently for that unhappy fugitive whose
life was dishonoured by this untimely death, who, guilty or

innocent, had to bear the shadow of crime. Her eyes were

drowned in tears when she rose from her knees, and took one

of those fairy-like blooms from the shower of lilies of the valley

which had been scattered over the sheet, and with this poor
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little flower in her hand she stole softly from the room where
the middle-aged housemaid sat by an open window reading her

Bible in the flickering light that filtered through the Venetian

shutters. For the housemaid, pious, middle-aged, and a con-

firmed spinster, there was a dismal relish in this quiet guardian-

ship of the dead. To sit in a cool, flower-scented room, and read

the Prophet Jeremiah in the spirit of unquestioning faith that

seeketh not to understand what it readeth, was better than to

overlook housework, and pry into those dusty corners which
the pert young pink-frocked housemaid is apt to neglect. The
upper housemaid felt the importance of her charge, most of all

when Sir Joseph sat sobbing beside the bed, as he had done in

the dead of the night, when those passionate tears of his had
startled the watcher from a profound slumber. She felt that

she was being admitted to the family secrets, that her situation,

always a good one, would be on a higher footing from this time

forward.

The door closed upon the chamber of death, but scarcely had

Sibyl crossed the threshold when she met Hubert Urquhart in

the corridor, where, even in the dim light from shrouded windows,

she could see how pale and worn he was.

"Are you going to look your last upon poor Marie?" she

asked.

"No, no; I never look on the dead. I shouldn't like to

confess as much to a sportsman, but even the sight of a dead

stag harrows me. It suggests what I must come to, sooner or

later. I was on my way to your boudoir."
" You have news—of him ?

"

" Yes, there is news—of a sort. I want a few minutes' quiet

talk with you, Sibyl—I may call you by that name, may I not ?

All we went through together last night gives me a kind of

claim, doesn't it?"

"What does it matter?" she exclaimed, impatiently. "If

you have anything to tell me, don't keep it back. If it is bad

news I would rather hear the worst at once."

She looked as if she were going to faint, and ne thought she

would drop at his feet. He put his arm round her to steady

her, and drew her gently towards an old-fashioned settee, under

a large picture by Snyders, which represented the crisis in the
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life of a hunted boar, whose ultimate fate nobody had ever

troubled to inquire into. Boar, hounds, landscape, had all

mellowed to a dead level of brown varnish and blue mould.

"She thinks only of him; cares only about him," thought

Urquhart, as he seated himself by Sibyl's side, with his arm
still supporting her.

It galled him to see that she took no more notice of his arm
than if it had been her old nurse's.

" You have bad news ? " she said, agitatedly. " He has been
followed—arrested ?

"

" Alas, if the worst has happened, it is even worse than that."

" God, God, have mercy upon me ! What could be worse

—except his death ?
"

"Ah, Sibyl, that is the point. I am so sorry for you—so

sorry that this man's fate should have such power to afflict you.

This man—a stranger here a few weeks ago "

" Don't talk like that," she cried, imperiously. " I love him ;

That is enough for you to know. I am not ashamed of my
love. What has happened to him ? For God's sake, speak."

She clutched the lapel of his coat, looking at him with wild,

despairing eyes; startling him with the vehemence of her

feelings.

" Can you bear to hear wnat I must say, if I have to tell you
my worst fear ?

"

" I must bear it. Nothing can be worse than this torture."

" My poor Sibyl ! There was a gale this morning, after the

smack sailed—a gale from
i
the south-west, blowing dead on our

coast yonder. They were to put him ashore in the early morn-
ing, and to come back to Ardliston with the news that all was
safe. I was down at the village an hour ago, and the men had
not come back. There was no news of the Mary Jane."

" They may have gone farther along the coast."

" Hardly with such a wind in their teeth. The storm was
short and sharp, but murderous while it lasted. There is a

feeling of apprehension in the village. I saw the skipper's

wife.^ She flew at me like a tigress—told me that if her husband
and his boy were lost it was my doing ; it was my cursed money
which had tempted him to take his boat out on such a night."

"What!" cried Sibyl; "was there any danger? Did you
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know that there was the risk of the boat being lost? Oh, if

you did know that, what a wretch you are ! Luring him to his

death, under the pretence of saving him—over-persuading him,

against his own reason—and I—I helped you!

"

" This is sheer madness," said Urquhart, rising indignantly,

and moving away from her. " If you take the thing in this

spirit I can say no more. You knew as much about the night

as I could know. You heard the wind rising, as I heard it.

But neither you nor I could know that there was to be a squall

after daylight. You knew what I knew of Mountford's peril,

and that to stay where he was might mean a disgraceful

death."
" And to escape a possibility he has flung away his life," said

Sibyl, despairingly. " Well, we have helped him to some pur-

pose ! If the boat is lost, and his life with it, you and I are

his murderers !

"

"It is folly to talk like this—absolute folly," Urquhart

answered savagely. " If he is drowned—well, it is a better

death for a gentleman than being put out of this world by the

common hangman. And, after all, he was nothing to you—not

even your affianced husband—yet you have hazarded your good

name for him, and now you are endangering your reason."

She looked at him with a vacant expression, as if she hardly

heard him, or heard without understanding.
" "What is the woman's name ? " she asked.

"What woman?"
" The woman whose husband owned the boat that is lost ?

"

" Or that may be lost. There is nothing certain yet. The
woman's name is Kettering."

"Where does she live?"

"In the lane at the back of the Fisherman's Best. What are

you going to do ? " as Sibyl went towards the staircase.

" I am going to Mrs. Kettering."

"What madness! You will make yourself the talk of the

village."

" I am going to see Mrs. Kettering. The boat may have

come back, perhaps. There may be good news for mo at the

village."

" What will your father think ?
"
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" He will not mind. He believes in Brandon's innocence as

firmly as I do."

"He will change his mind, perhaps, when he hears that

Brandon has run away," muttered Urquhart, walking up and

down the gallery after Sibyl had left him.

He did not pace that long gallery from end to end, but turned

at about two-thirds of its length, giving a wide berth to the

door at the east end, that door which closed Marie Arnold's

room.

Marie's room ! How soon it would cease to belong to her

—

now soon that strong personality would have passed out of the

daily life of Ellerslie House, leaving—to Urquhart's mind at

least—a blank which none could fill.

There was no good news in the little sea-coast village, not a

whisper of hope to be heard in all the length and breadth of

the long, straggling street. Sibyl found the lane behind the

Fisherman's Best—a lane of about a dozen stone cottages—full

of sad faces and weeping women. The Mary Jane, with her

crew of four, had gone to the bottom—all hands on board—and
there was scarcely one of those rough stone cottages whose

inmates were not weeping for kinsman or husband, sweetheart

or friend. The intermarriages of the small seafaring com-

munity had interwoven the whole village in the ties of kindred.

There could hardly be a death at Ardliston which would not

justify all the inhabitants in putting on mourning, whence it

arose that rusty black was the chief wear from one end of the

village to the other. Three family names prevailed along the

straggling street, and if people were not Ketterings, they must
needs be Hessles or Garforths—while Garforths, Hessles, and
Ketterings were all allied by cousinship. Thus it was that

lamentations for the loss of the Mary Jane filled the air in the

narrow lane behind the Fisherman's Rest, and dishevelled

women sat crying on the rugged stone steps leading up to

cottage doors, while little groups clustered at the corners talk-

ing of the catastrophe, the fact of which no one doubted. Alas,

there seemed no room for doubt, since fragments of the Mary
Jane had been washed ashore near one of the most dangerous

rocks on that iron-bound coast, between Ardliston and Allan
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Bay, and it was clear the ill-fated boat had been blown on to

that rugged point—which the fishermen's wives all knew and
had heard of as a devouring monster—and had been split into

matchwood. Some among those old time-honoured boats in the

little fisher fleet that sailed out so gaily from Ardliston in fair

weather, needed no gigantic forces of Nature to destroy them.

The Mary Jane had been renowned as a swift sailer, and had

come off with flying colours in many a fisherman's race at the

annual regatta ; but age will tell, and the Mary Jane was older

than her owner had ever cared to remember.

Well, she had gone.

"She'd have lasted out our lives if my good man hadn't

flown in the face of Providence to please them at the great

house—them that should have known better," sobbed the

widow, sitting distractedly in the midst of a sympathising

group, while her little children played in a corner of the room,

and the latest baby— latest in a family where there seemed at

least three babies—slept peacefully in the closet bed, a bed
built into the wall, and capable of being enclosed with a sliding

shutter.

The widow started to her feet at sight of Sibyl, and pushed
back the ragged hair from her eyes with angry hands, almost

as if she would have plucked it out by the roots.

" Oh, it's you, Miss Higginson," she cried. " I wonder you ve

got the cheek to come and look at me and my childer—you that

have made those babies orphans, and me a miserable woman

—

all along of trying to save your sweetheart's life. His life!

What was his life worth agen my poor Jack's—Jack as had
wife and childer to work for—Jack as never did wrong to man
or beast in his life—drownded trying to save your sweetheart—
a murderer—that ought to have been hung? Oh, it's wicked,
that's what it is. God Almighty didn't ought to let such tilings

be. He didn't ought—but there, the world's too full of people
now for God Almighty to cure as Ho did for the Israelites,

when there was only His chosen to look after. It's a wicked
world—and you'ro a wicked girl, Sibyl Higginson, to have
tempted my Jack to risk his life for the sake of your cursed
money."

"Come, come, Mrs. Kettering," urged a motherly voice,

M



1 62 Thou art the Man.

"you've no call to fly at Miss Higginson, who's always been

your true friend."

" My true friend, yes, till last night ; but my bitter enemy for

ever and ever after last night."

"Now, Susan, you know you was all in favour of Jack's

taking the job. He told you there'd be dirty weather, but you
were all for making the best of it. You was, now

;
you must

remember that."

Susan Kettering threw up her arms and beat her careworn

forehead with her clenched fists.

" Eemember, oh, God, as if I could ever forget. It was to

earn bread for the bairns. It was to earn more than two years'

rent. What mother wouldn't have been eager to earn five and
twenty pound by one night's work ? Oh, God ! oh, God ! what

a black night's work for me and mine ! And it was your doing,

Miss Higginson ; it was all your doing."

" Susan Kettering
!

" remonstrated the woman who had
spoken before, " you mustn't go on like this. There ain't no
justice in it."

"Oh, let her talk," said Sibyl, standing on the threshold,

leaning against the door post, with white face and dry, haggard

eyes, " let her talk, poor soul. But is it quite certain that the

boat has gone down?" she asked, appealing to the women
generally. " Is there no hope ?

"

" No, miss, there ain't no hope—there's been enough rotten

timber washed ashore to show that the Mary Jane was mashed

up in that heavy sea. But it's no fault o' yourn, Miss Higginson,

and if Susan wasn't just crazed with grief she'd never say such

things."

" No hope !

" murmured Sibyl, with quivering lips.

No hope for the grief-stricken wife and these fatherless

children—but what of him for whom that fated boat had put

out to sea ? He might have been landed safely before the evil

hour in which the Mary Jane was blown upon the rocks. All

was uncertain yet as to his fate ; and her pity for this mourner

with the bloodshot eyes and wild hair and distracted move-

ments of clenched hands and writhing arms was made keener

by the thought that Brandon Mountford might be safe on

shore.
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" Was it far from here that the boat was wrecked ? " she

asked the elderly woman who had spoken last.

" Yes, Miss, half a dozen miles or more, if she went ashoro

where they all think she did—on the Hurraby rocks. It's a

bad place, that is. There's been many a wreck there within

the memory of the old people hereabouts."

" Six miles further north," mused Sibyl, " that would be near

Allan Bay."
" Yes, Miss, this side the bay, a mile nearer home."

"And Allan Bay would have been a safe place to land anyone

out of the boat ?
"

" Safe enough if they could have run along shore in such a

wind—but the Lord knows if they could. It was a wicked

wind."
" What time was the gale at its worst ?

"

" Between six and seven, Miss."

Yes, she remembered looking at the clock on her mantelpiece

while that howling and shrieking of the wind was loudest,

when the Venetian shutters were rattling as if they would be

torn from their fastenings, and the solid window frames were

shaken, and the massive stone chimney seemed to vibrate and

tremble above the roof.

Past six—and Brandon had gone on board the Mary Jane

before three o'clock.

There would have been time to land him at Allan Bay, and
more than time under any reasonable conditions of wind and
sea—but who can reckon time when the frail boat has to fight

every yard of progress—when all the forces of Nature arc set

against the frail cockleshell in which the low-born bread-winner

tempts the sea.

Still there was hope—hope for her, though not two of the

Mary Jane's rotten timbers still held together. She bent over

the weeping widow, gently touched the coarse dishevelled hair

with delicate fingers, and gently stroked the burning forehead,

rugged with the premature wrinkles that come of toil and care,

hard weather and a hard life.

" I am deeply sorry for you, my poor friend, and you may be

sure I will take care of you and these poor children always—
always."
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" Sorry for me ? " cried the widow, starting up, and pushing

away the gentle hand. " Who wants your sorrow? Who wants

your care? Do you think I'd take another sixpence of your

money—the money that bought my good man's life. You and
your father think money can buy anything. What are we but

your slaves ? And we go about saying how good you are—you
that have got everything, while we have to toil for our daily

bread, in the pit or on the sea—danger and darkness both—it

don't much matter which, there's always Death waiting round
the corner for us—while you sit at home and take your ease,

and think there's nothing on this earth that's too good for you.

And now, to save your sweetheart—a madman and a murderer

—my true-hearted husband has gone to the bottom of the

sea
"

" Hush, now, Susan, you mustn't take on like this—it ain't

fair," remonstrated the elder woman, and there was a murmured
chorus of disapproval from the others.

" Don't mind her, Miss, she's right down daft," said one. " It's

a shame to go on at you, that has always been so good to us.

She'll be sorry enough for what she has said when she comes to

her right senses."

" I shall be sorry for her all the days of my life," Sibyl

answered, sadly. " Let me speak to you a minute outside, Mrs.

Garforth," she added, in a lower voice, to the widow's elderly

kinswoman.

Mrs. Garforth followed quickly to the door.

" Don't take any money from her," screamed Susan Kettering.

" Not one penny of her cursed brass. It's cost me my husband.

Not a dirty penny—not "

Her voice rose to a scream, and then there came a burst of

hysterical laughter, as she flung herself violently on the bed,

where the baby woke, looked about for a moment or two with

scared eyes, and set up a piteous wail.

Two other babies took up the note, and squalled in sym-

pathy.
" Oh, Miss, it's too bad of her," said Mrs. Garforth, when she

and Sibyl had walked a few paces along the lane and were out

of hearing of the tempest inside the cottage, " but she ain't in

her right mind. And you looking so ill, too," she added, noting
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the girl's ashen cheeks and hollow eyes, " and such trouble up
at the great house."

" Yes, trouble has come upon us—terrible trouble. I never

knew what it meant till now. I have never been half sorry-

enough for others."

" Don't say that, Miss. You've always been kind to us. None
that was in trouble or sickness ever went to Ellerslie for help in

vain. Poor Susan has no call to blame you for her loss. Jack

was asked to undertake a risky job, and he was offered a good

price for it—and he could say ' Yes,' or ' No.' She persuaded

him to say ' Yes,' and that's what makes her heart so sore, poor

creature."

" Did they think there was a risk—last night—before the boat

went out ?

"

"Lor, yes, dear lady; them as know the coast knowed as

there was a gale coming."
" And he knew—Mr. Urquhart ! He must have known."
" Well, Miss, he's a landsman, you see—though he's bound to

know the coast, seeing Killander Castle ain't far off. But o'

course he wanted to get your sweetheart away—when a man's

in danger of bein
1

tried for his life, and there's only one road by

which he can get away, folks can't be partikler about the weather

along that ere road."

" You mustn't talk of Mr. Mountford as my sweetheart, Mrs.

Garforth. He was nothing to me but a friend—a very dear

friend."

" What, wasn't you and him keeping company, Miss ? ''

" No, no."

" Ah, people hereabouts is good 'uns to talk. They'd all have

it as you and him was sweethearts, and you was a'most out of

your mind about him last night—like poor Susan to-day about

her Jack, and that you was at the lock-up with him best part

o' the night. Martha He?sle said she and Susan saw you there

parting with him, just afore he went off to the boat with Mr.

Urquhart "

" Let them talk," Sibyl interrupted haughtily. "This gentle-

man is a relation—wc are distant cousins. I know he is inno-

cent—know it by my own instinct, you understand—and my
father believes in him as firmly as I do. I should have been a
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eowardly wretch if I had not helped Mr. Urquhart to get him
out of prison before more injustice was done. All I could do

was to help with money—which my father gave me for tlmt

purpose. You can't suppose I care what theso people think."

She was beginning to feel the sting of public ingratitude.

She had been very kind to these people—though Ardliston lay

beyond the immediate surroundings of her home. She had gone

out of her way to be kind to them, and had thought herself

beloved by them.
" I must go home," she said, drying the tears that stung her

burning eyeballs every now and then, in spite of that proud

spirit of hers, which made her strong to bear calamity. "I
want to help Mrs. Kettering and her children as much as I can.

Will you look after them for me, Mrs. Garforth, and see that

they want for nothing ? If you can come to Ellerslie Park this

afternoon I'll give you some money to keep in hand for them,

and I'll tell you what I want done in the future. If the father

risked his life—and lost it—for my kinsman's sake, those chil-

dren ought to be my care till they are old enough to care for

themselves."
" You're a noble-hearted young lady ; and by-and-by, when

she's calmed down a bit, Susan will be as grateful to you as I

am now for her sake."

CHAPTEE XV.

" AH, BUT, FORGETTING ALL THINGS, SHALL I THEE ?
"

No trace of the fugitive had been discovered, though £50

reward had been offered for his arrest—only £50, offered by the

Treasury. People in the neighbourhood of Ardliston thought

it odd that Sir Joseph Higginson had offered no reward. Yet

there would be naturally a restraining influence in the fact of

family ties. If Marie Arnold was dear as an adopted daughter,

her supposed murderer was allied to Sir Joseph by marriage,

and he could hardly desire to see a kinsman of his late wife's in

the criminal dock. The prevailing belief in Ardliston and at

Ellerslie was that the sea had closed over a lunatic murderer,
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and that this swift end of a terrible story was about the best

thing that could have happened. Nobody outside Ellerslie

Park bad any doubt that Brandon Mountford had killed Marie

Arnold, in a paroxysm of epileptic fury. The word epilepsy once

having been uttered, the solution of the mystery was taken as

found. The people who knew the least about that terrible disease

and its influence on mind and conduct were the most boldly

assertive as to the probabilities of the case, and there was no

one in the neighbourhood of Ellerslie to suggest that in a

criminal mystery the obvious is always the unlikely. There

was a general assurance that the last word of the story had
been told. The murderer had been shuffled off the scene of

this world, to his own and everybody else's advantage. Much
suffering and disgrace had been spared to him, and much trouble

and loss of time to other people. The sea and the wind had
accounted for a man whose continued existence must have been

an affliction to himself and a burden to others.

The few county people within the influence of Ellerslie

looked into their peerages, and descanted upon the lucky

escape of the Allandales and Braemars, and all their kindred.

The poor young man was so highly connected that to have had
him tried for murder would have brought annoyance and dis-

credit into half the drawing-rooms in Mayfair, and made dinner-

table conversation even more full of pitfalls than it usually is.

Those Mountford girls—Sibyl Higginson's aunts—and their

sons and daughters, had married all over the peerage. There
was hardly a family of rank that hadn't a Mountford in it.

And how terrible an ordeal for that aristocratic clan had
Brandon Mountford's trial for murder been in all the papers

;

the question of his lunacy or non-lunacy discussed in leaders

and letters, fought over by medical specialists, clamoured about

by benevolent busybodies ; until the mind of fashionable London
became permeated with the idea that the Mountfords were every

one of them mad ; to support which thesis stories would be
raked up about every Mountford who had ever worn a queer

hat or thrashed a valet from the time of Queen Elizabeth.

Much of this hateful publicity Mr. Mountford's clan had
escaped. There bad been a great deal of talk about the Ellerslie

murder in that part of Cumberland; but the respect felt for
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Sir Joseph Higginson had exercised a restraining influence over

the editors of local newspapers, and the pen of the picturesque

reporter had been employed under restrictions.

Upon the report of the inquest there had followed the startling

news of Brandon Mountford's escape from gaol, and the chances

of his having got away from England, or perished with the

luckless crew of the Mary Jane, were duly discussed ; but after

a paragraph or two in subsequent issues, the matter had been

allowed to drop, and the local Press had done nothing to annoy
the good man to whom the proprietors of the two local weeklies

had always looked for aid in times of financial strain.

But though the Press might renounce the privileges of the

new journalism in the interests of an old friend, there were

tongues in the neighbourhood, old womanish tongues, not always

owned by old women, which would not forego so fair an oppor-

tunity to blacken a millionaire's character, and breathe their

venom on his daughter's fair name. And these tongues were

busy, and these small gentry, dwelling in secluded places, afar

from the burning questions of public life, were not to be deprived

of their prey. Iu the whist club, on the tennis ground, and at

many tea-tables, Brandon Mountford and Sibyl Higginson, and

the murdered girl were the subject of low-voiced conversations,

where the shrug, and the nod, and the half-expressed thought

went a great deal further than plain speech.

Sir Joseph Higginson let them talk, or knew not that they

were talking. Marie Arnold was lying in her grave on the

landward side of Ellerslie Church, screened from the bleak

wind that blows up from Solway Firth, after one of those

terrible funerals which are always awarded, Heaven knows

why, to a murdered victim.

People had crowded to Ellerslie from busy towns and from

far-off villages to follow the murdered girl to the churchyard,,

and to stare at her mourners, concentrating their attention

upon Sir Joseph's haggard face and grey hair, and inclined to

resent the absence of his fair young daughter, who should have
been a feature in the show.

That hideous funeral, with the rabble to whom the horror of

Marie's doom served as a zest to a pic-nic basket and an excuse

for an outing, was over, had been over for nearly three months,
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during the greater part of which time Sir Joseph and his

daughter had been in Germany. He had fled from the scene

of the murder directly after the funeral, and Sibyl had gone

with him. For her, too, Ellerslie had become a place of bad

dreams. The gardens and the wood she had loved sa well

were now clouded with a vague horror. She dared not even

think of the spot where the body had been found, and where
Brandon had been arrested, with blood-stained hands. Her
maid, Ferriby, had insisted on describing the exact spot, had
wanted to take her mistress there, with the tactlessness of her

kind. It was an infinite relief to Sibyl to leave England, and
she was grateful to her father for proposing to take her to

Schwalbach as soon as Miss Minchin could be recalled from
her holiday.

It was not so agreeable to her feelings to hear next morning
that Hubert Urquhart was to be of the party. He had offered

to go as a kind of gentleman courier, to take all trouble off Sir

Joseph's hands.
" Your valet is English to the fortieth power, and will be

very little use to you in any excursionising," he said.

Sir Joseph protested that he was not going to excursionise.

He was going to the quietest place he could find, just to get

himself and Sibyl away from the house that was full of agonising

associations. He wanted no one but his old servant, and good
little Minchin to take care of Sibyl. They would live retired

from the world, till the memory of that dreadful night had lost

something of its haunting power, and they could venture home
again.

" To stick in one spot and brood over the past is the way
to remember and not to forget," remonstrated Urquhart. " You
and Sibyl will come back to Ellerslie in lower spirits than

when you went away. Come, Sir Joseph, be reasonable. This

shocking event has pulled you down. You'll want a friend

at your elbow."

Sir Joseph was not in a condition to argue about anything.

His brain felt dazed and dull. He let Urquhart think and act

for him, and Sibyl, seeing him so broken down, aged in appear-

anco by ten years, had not the heart to opposo his wishes, or

even to tell him that Urquhart's company would be a burden
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to her. So they started for Schwalbach with Urquhart and
Miss Minchin, and two servants, Sir Joseph's faithful valet of

many years' service, and Sibyl's maid Ferriby, who was utterly

incapable of looking after her young mistresses' luggage, and

in constant peril of being left behind at railway stations, or

losing herself in strange cities. Fortunately little Miss Minchin

was equal to the occasion, and took care of mistress and maid.

Her period of service was nearly at an end. This was perhaps

the last journey she and her beloved pupil were to take together,

the last time they were to be together as pupil and governess,

and her affection was intensified by the prospect of parting.

" Whatever shall I do with myself without my darling girl?
"

she sighed.

"You'll have other darling girls, Mousey dear; better girls

than me, perhaps."

"No, dear, I shall have no more pupils. Tour good, good

father is going to allow me fifty pounds a year for the rest of

my days, and I am going back to Beverley, to my dear old

mother, to be a help and a comfort to her in her declining

years. There never was such a man as Sir Joseph, I think,

since this world began."
" He is all that is dear and good, but it isn't a bit too much

to do for you, dearest Minchin. Why, if it wasn't for all the

care you took of me, I should hardly be alive."

She checked herself with a deep sigh, thinking how much
heartache an early death might have saved her.

They stayed at Schwalbach, in spite of Mr. Urquhart's

remonstrances. Neither Sir Joseph nor his daughter were in

spirits for touring. Neither mountain scenery nor medieval

architecture offered any attraction for them. The minds of

both were brooding on the past, and the thoughts of each were

alike gloomy.

Day followed day in a dull monotony, week followed week,

and still there was no sign from Brandon Mountford to show
that he lived.

" If he landed, and left England for some foreign port, it is

very cruel of him not to relieve my mind of this horrible un-

certainty," Sibyl said to Urquhart, on one of those rare occa-

sions when she spoke to him confidentially.
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" I have no belief in his escape. I believe ho went down in

the fishing boat with the rest of them ; and be assured that if

the sea closed over him Providence was kind to us all."

•I don't believe that he was drowned," said Sibyl, obsti-

nately. " He may have sailed for the Cape—and I shall hear

from him by-and-by. No, I will not believe that he is

(lead."

" My dear enthusiast ! And to think that you had only

known him three weeks."

There was a covert sneer in the words and the tone, which
.passed unnoticed by Sibyl. She attached no importance to this

man's ideas or opinions. He had behaved well upon the whole

during those long dull weeks at Schwalbach. He had been

useful to Sir Joseph, useful and companionable, and for that

Sibyl was grateful. She was still more grateful to him for not

having forced his society upon herself. He had not waylaid

her in her rambles with sturdy little Miss Minchin, or intruded

on her quiet evenings of study in her own sitting-room. He
had tried sometimes to lure her from her seclusion, and had
been occasionally successful in organising a drive to some
distant point of interest, but however picturesque the scenery,

he could see that her thoughts were otherwhere. Pie had
never succeeded in making her forget Brandon Mountford.

Yet he did not despair of reaching that golden goal to which
all his efforts, since Marie's death, had been tending.

" It's a waiting race," he said to himself on that last night

at Schwalbach, as he paced up and down the hotel terrace in

the grey interval between sunset and moonrise, " but the prize

is such a glorious one ! A man may well be patient, buoyed

up by such a hope. A lovely woman in the bloom of girlhood,

and a dower of a million or two. Yes, it's a question of millions.

Jabberwoch, who writes the money article in the Outside Broker,

told me that Sir Joseph Higginson is one of the richest men
in the North of England, and will leave a big pile behind him
when he hands in his checks. And he has only this girl—only

this our ewe lamb. The stakes are stupendous."

It was August when Sir Joseph and his party wont back to

Cumberland—just threo months after Marie Arnold's death

—

long enough with most people for sorrow to have assumed that
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milder form which may last for a lifetime, or dwindle by gentle

degrees into forgetfulness. In this instance, however, grief

had lost little of its intensity, and the return to familiar scenes

was full of pain. Both Sir Joseph and his daughter were

heroic in repressing all outward signs of sorrow, and the only

change in the father was the look of age which had come upon
him with a strange suddenness at the time of Marie's tragic

death, together with a marked lessening of that physical energy

which a year ago had made the active supervision of his estate

an amusement and a delight. He handed over the burden of

his cares to Andrew Orlebar, and rarely looked at a business

document ; languidly assenting to everything his secretary

proposed ; and had Orlebar been of a less incorruptible honesty,

the great Argosy of Sir Joseph Higginson's fortune might have

sprung a leak.

The change which grief had wrought in the daughter was
less marked, and the outer world might have supposed only

that Sibyl Higginson was ripening from the light-hearted girl

into the thoughtful woman; but Urquhart, who marked her

closely, saw that all the gladness had gone out of her young

life. She had a look of anxious thought which a wife of ten

years' standing might have had in the absence of an adored

husband—a look as of one whose heart is far away. All the

amusements and occupations of her life had lost their savour,

except only music, that divine art which of all others has the

power to soothe, and even to console, to lift the mind from

the actual to the unseen, to suggest, if it cannot reveal, the

spiritual joys of a life beyond the grave.

Music had been, after religion, Sibyl's chief consoler during

those dull days at Schwalbach, and now, on returning to

Ellerslie, she flew to her piano in the octagon room, where the

frescoes on the walls seemed to smile a welcome after the

longest interval in which the lovely living face had been absent

since those fair ideal faces were painted. The thought of Marie

flashed into Uer mind as she struck the first chord of a pensive

voluntary, and she seemed to hear the rich, round notes of the

mezzo soprano thrilling in the opening bars of the Agnus Dei

they loved, in that 12th Mass, which, whether by Mozart or

not by Mozart, will always be dear to music-lovers.
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Yes, this was home—the familiar room where all that art

could do had been done to surround everyday life with beauty.

Sibyl was glad to be at home again, even although that home
was haunted by bitter memories, and the shadow of a vanished

form met her at every turn of the garden or the wood, on the

moorland, or by the river ; the shadow of her companion of

seven happy years—the shadow of the man who in a few short

weeks had given a new colour to her life. Both were but

shadows now ; one lying in the village churchyard ; the other

vanished, his fate unknown.
As time wore on Sibyl began to believe with Urquhart that

Brandon had gone down with the crew of the Mary Jane. If

he were living he would surely have made some sign. He
must have understood that she would be anxious about his

fate—or even if he had been so dull of brain as not to sympa-

thise with her feelings, common courtesy would have impelled

him to write to the woman who had gone so far out of her

way to aid his escape. Gradually, brooding over the work of

that dark night, and recalling Urquhart's share in the work,

she grew to suspect some hidden motive, and that an evil one,

for the part which he had taken. Her suspicions were of the

vaguest, for she could imagine no reason for double-dealing on
his part; yet now that Brandon's flight had ended fatally, it

seemed to her that no gentleman should have counselled so

unmanly a course, and she hated herself for having urged

Brandon to act against his own convictions.

Yes, it had been a mistake, and a fatal mistake—an error of

judgment which had ended in ignominy and death. How
much better to have faced the worst. The mystery of Marie

Arnold's death might have been solved in the laborious investi-

gation which a trial would have afforded. The keenest intelli-

gence in the land, the quick intellect of the trained advocate,

might have been brought to bear upon crime and motive. The
clue might have been found, the labyrinth threaded, and the

real murderer discovered. By his disappearance Brandon had

left the mystery dark, and his name disgraced.

Urquhart ceased to be Sir Joseph's guest after the return

from Schwalbach, but he was still a neighbour, as he had
established himself for tho autumn at Killander Castle, and
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he rode or drove over to Ellerslie so frequently that it seemed
to Sibyl as if he might as well have lived there.

She avoided him as much as possible, and spent the greater

part of her life in the retirement of her morning-room, with

no companion but the devoted Miss Minchin, and Muff, the

old collie dog, which had been her faithful adorer from the

days of puppyhood, when his youthful spirits had found vent

in boisterous gambols and races on the lawns and in the pine

wood. Ho was old and feeble now, and liked best to lie at

his ease on the lion skin which Brandon Mountford had pre-

sented to her in the beginning of their acquaintance, a trophy

from the shores of the Zambesi. The governess was to remain

with her pupil as companion and friend till the following

spring, when Sibyl's aunt, Lady Selina Mountford, was to

assume all the cares of chaperon, and was to conduct the

heiress safely through the fiery furnace of smart society, to

a brilliant marriage. The migration to Arlington Street was
to take place in February, and Miss Higginson was to be pre-

sented by Lady Braemar at the first drawing-room of the year.

The Braemars were established in the family house in Hert-

ford Street, the shabby old house within whose panelled walls

Sir Joseph Higginson had wooed and won his wife. Lord
Allandale was now a confirmed invalid, and spent his life

between Bath and various Bohemian health resorts, ministered

to by a valet who was nearly as old as himself. Braemar, the

heir-apparent, was to all intents and purposes head of the house

of Mountford. He was a busy man, a sportsman, fond of racing,

fond of all amusements that cost money, and having very little

money to spend, a man always over-occupied, upon whose
crowded brain even such an awful episode in the family history

as Brandon Mountford's arrest on a charge of murder, had
made no deep impression. He had written to Sir Joseph, ex-

pressing horror at the tragedy, and sympathy with the friends

of the murdered girl, together with his opinion that Brandon
could not have done the deed, or could only have done it in

a fit of lunacy. " Mother died mad—very sad history. Nothing

bad on the Mountford side. Foolish marriage. Know very

little of the young man."
This letter, in Braemar's jerky style, natural in a man who
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conducted his private correspondence chiefly by electric wire,

had been the only notice taken of the Ellerslie tragedy by the

house of Mountford, which had a happy knack of dropping any
member who got into trouble.

" With such an immense family as ours, if we didn't cut the

black sheep, we should be always in the law courts," said the

philosophical Braemar. "Our time would be taken up in

watching Tom, Dick, and Harry through their troubles."

CHAPTEE XVI.

"IK THE GREY DISTANCE, HALF A LIFE AWAY."

Sir Joseph and his daughter had been at home nearly a month,

and the grouse were being slaughtered on the moors. Lord
Penrith was at the Castle with a small party of shooters, and
had ridden over to Ellerslie twice within a week, and on his

second visit had lunched alone with Sir Joseph, a visit that

had lasted late into the afternoon, the two men strolling up
and down the terrace after luncheon smoking their cigars—Sir

Joseph's Infantas and Henry Clays were famous among his

friends—and talking confidentially. Urquhart had been at

Ellerslie on neither occasion. Indeed, Penrith had made a point

of his brother stopping to represent him with the shooters.

" I didn't know you cared about Sir J.," said Urquhart
sulkily, when he heard of the second visit to Ellerslie.

" I don't know what you mean by caring. Sir Joseph is a
shocking old bounder, but as good as gold—and if one didn't

consort with bounders nowadays, one would have to take to a
cavern in the desert."

"But you are so exclusive," sneered Urquhart:, "and you
care so little about society. You could afford to do without
the bounders."

" No doubt I could in a general way, but I can't afford to do
without Sir Joseph Higginson. I like the man, and I like his

cigars, and I like—his daughter."
" Oh/' exclaimed Urquhart, with a sudden drop of his lower

jaw, " that's the way the land lies, is it?

"
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" Yes," answered Penritb, " that is the way. Have you any

objection ?
"

" Objection ! Of course not. The younger must give way
to the elder. I am no Jacob."

Penrith laughed a dry, short laugh, as he stepped lightly

into his high dog-cart. Poor Hubert! Well, he had had a

long innings with the heiress ; and it was Penrith's turn now.

The fortress might be invincible ; but putting a woman's fancy

out of the question—and it was evident that Miss Higginson

had no fancy for Urquhart—the suitor who could offer a

coronet must have the better chance.

He found Sir Joseph a broken man. It was less than a year

since they had met, and it seemed to him that ten years of an
ordinary lifetime could have made no more marked alteration

in the old man's appearance and physique.

Penrith knew that in dealing with so shrewd a man as Joseph

Higginson any beating about the bush would be useless. He
had not finished his first cigar on this second visit before he

came to the point, and offered himself as a suitor for Miss

Higginson.
" My title is one of the oldest in the North of England," he

said. " I won't say anything about my estate—for as the bulk

of my property is near your own, I daresay you know its value

as well as I do. I have suffered, as most people have suffered,

from the fall in rents— but not to such an extent as some land-

owners. I don't pretend, by any means, to be a rich man—but

the Penrith property is a fine property, and only needs the

outlay of a few thousands here and there in restoration and
improvement. Houses, gardens, parks have gone to seed for

want of ready cash. My house in Berkeley Square, for instance

—a house in a walled garden—one of the few old-world houses

left in London. My wife might make a very pretty figure in

the world, if she had a fortune of her own—and still more if

she were young and beautiful, as your daughter is. She might

be a leading light among the very best."

Sir Joseph's wan face brightened. He did not love Lord
Penrith—that hard Urquhart manner had always repelled him

;

but so far as he knew Penrith was a man of reputable character.

Such dark things as had been said of Hubert Urquhart had
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never in Sir Joseph's hearing been said of the Earl. It -was

known that he had tried and failed to marry wealth on more
than one occasion ; but that failure could hardly be considered

disgraceful.

Sir Joseph wanted a coronet for his daughter. Last yeai-,

perhaps, strong in the bold ambition of a self-made man, he
might have considered this particular coronet hardly good
enough. He might have aspired to ducal strawberry leaves

—

or at least to rank allied with more prosperous fortunes than

those of Penrith. But since that calamity of last May a

weariness of life had come upon him, and he wanted to see

his daughter married as soon as possible. He was perfectly

frank with his visitor.

" Only six months ago I was looking forward to Sibyl's first

season with a good deal of pleasure," he said. "I loved to

think of the splash she would make in society with her fresh

young beauty, and her expectations. I wanted to see her

admired and followed, and to pick the best man among her

followers. But I'm not so keen upon next year as I was a

little time ago. I'm breaking up, Penrith. I fancy my race is

nearly run. I suppose I used to think myself immortal, for I

was always castle-building about the future—my grandchildren

—my great-grandchildren even. I thought I might live to see

new generations. God knows what I thought—ridiculous in

a man of seventy. Well, that's over, and now I am anxious to

see my daughter settled—as people call it—before the curtain

drops. That dark curtain comes down unexpectedly sometimes,

especially where a man has worked his brain as I have worked
mine. A fibre snaps, and the tale is told."

Penrith murmured some soothing remark about a fine

constitution, a green old age.

" Men live well into the nineties nowadays," he said.

" Some men do. I shan't," answered Sir Joseph, briefly.

"I've had the tap of Constable Death on my shoulder, and the

notice to move on. If Sibyl likes you well enough to be your

wife, Lord Penrith—likes you as well as her mother liked me
when we married— why, I will back your suit. And I will

make such a settlement as will secure her fortune against all

contingencies, but which shall not be illiberal towards you.

N
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There shall be margin enough of available capital to restore the

family seat and the house in town, and to improve every home-
stead, and cottage, and every acre on your estate. If she can

but like you ? That's the question."

" I hope it may not be impossible for me to win something
even better than liking," said Penrith, with a stately air. " It

ought not to be a hopeless task if the young lady's affections

are disengaged ; and I take it that in the retirement of Ellerslie

she is hardly likely to have met anyone worthy of her notice."

"No, no, she is heart-whole, I have no doubt," Sir Joseph
answered somewhat confusedly. "She was terribly upset at

the trouble we had here last May—our poor Marie's death—and
Mountford's arrest. Mountford is a kind of cousin of my
daughter's. A dreadful business altogether. She misses her

adopted sister. She has not been the same girl since, any

more than I have been the same man. Neither of us can

forget,"

Penrith looked at him keenly at that mention of Mountford,

and then, in cold, incisive tones, he said

—

" A shocking business, indeed, Sir Joseph. I conclude that

there can be no doubt of Mountford's guilt, so far as an epileptic

can be held guilty of a crime committed in a paroxysm of his

disease."

" I don't know about that. Indeed, I am very doubtful. I

should never have believed in his guilt if he had not broken

out of gaol. Till I heard of his getting away like that I could

have staked my life upon his innocence."
" But if not he, who could the murderer have been ?

"

" God knows. Some roaming devil, who may have murdered
her for the sake of her trinkets—a gold bangle—a diamond
ring that I gave her on her last birthday, and which she always

wore. The fact that the trinkets were not taken proves nothing,

for the murderer may have been surprised by Brandon's appear-

ance on the scene."

"They told mo he was kneeling by the body, taken red-

handed."
" Any one who came accidentally upon the spot, and touched

my poor girl's blood-soaked gown, as I believe Brandon did,

would have been red-handed as he was. That proves nothing.
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The only suspicious circumstance to my mind is his running

away."
" Mightily suspicious. A painful story altogether, Sir Joseph.

I am sorry for Lord Allandale and the family. I need hardly

say that I am still more sorry for you, and your loss of a

dependent you were fond of in such a tragic manner."

"My loss of a dependent—yes—of whom I was fond. A
dependent ! I dare say you have heard people speculate upon
the relations between Marie Arnold and me."

Penrith shrugged his shoulders in languid assent.

" People will talk," he said. " I am the last to trouble

myself about what the world says, in print, or by word of

mouth."
" People may have said that I should hardly have been so

fond of a mere dependent, and that Marie Arnold must have

been my daughter."
" That is the kind of thing people always say."

" Well, in this case they were right. She was my daughter."

Penrith bent his head gravely.

" I am flattered by your confidence, and your directness," he

murmured.
"You are entitled to my confidence. There should be no

secrets between us if you are to be my son-in-law. There must
be no after-claps; no asking for explanations. You know
pretty well what I am myself. You shall hear all that there is

to be told about Marie Arnold's birth and parentage."
" Sir Joseph, if this revelation be in the least distressing to

you I must beg you to let the matter rest. I do not seek to

pry into your history, nor could a flaw of that kind in the

record of your earlier life lessen the respect to which your

character and position entitle you, and which you must always

receive, unstintedly, from me. Men of the world do not look

severely upon such indiscretions. Pray let it pass."

"No, no, it will be a relief to tell you. I have been a most

miserable man since my poor girl's death. I am not super-

stitious—but sometimes I think that her cruel death was a

judgment upon me. I ought to have acknowledged her as my
daughter. It would have been easy enough, my dear wife

being gone, to assert a previous marriage. Sibyl would never
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have disputed the fact ; and Marie could have been told to hold

her tongue as to the date of her mother's death. I ought to

have given my girl her rightful position as my daughter—not

my heiress—but my amply-dowered daughter. But I was a

hypocrite and a coward. I allowed myself to be talked about

as the benefactor of an orphan. I allowed my own flesh and

blood to wear the livery of dependence. Well, the story is

short and common enough."

There was a pause, and Sir Joseph walked the length of the

terrace in silence, lighted a cigar, smoked a few whiffs, and

tossed it away impatiently.

"Arnold was an Englishman who had worked in Northern

France for a good many years, and had married a French wife.

She was from the South—a lovely creature, and had been

married only a year when her husband came to me as over-

seer of iron works which I had taken over from a bankrupt

company. There had been folly, ignorance, neglect, and dis-

honesty. Everything was in confusion, and Arnold, who knew
the district and the men, and who was half a Frenchman by

long habit, was very useful to me. He was a man of remark-

able talent, had been able to hold his own in various employ-

ments, but was a drunkard, and before he had been in my
service three months I was told that he beat his pretty young

wife, and I was asked to interfere for her protection. Well,

I called at their lodging, saw the wife, lectured the husband,

held out hopes of promotion, and promised to do my very best

for bim if he would only keep away from the brandy shop. He,

on his part, promised amendment, was very plausible, and
praised the virtues of his wife."

"And naturally broke his promise, before long," put in

Penrith, whose languid air suggested that he was listening

rather out of politeness than from any warm interest in the

story.

"Yes. He went from bad to worse. He was a valuable

servant, knew the place, and the plant, and where all had been

chaos his knowledge and experience were particularly useful,

but he was not a fit man to be in a post of authority, and there

were continual complaints. I threatened dismissal, but didn't

dismiss him. I saw his wife, and tried to bring her influence
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to bear upon him, but she was not a clever, managing woman.

She was pretty, and she flung herself upon me for protection in

her helplessness, complained of his violence, regretted her

happy home in the south. Her people were poor, but they had

always been kind. With her husband she was often in fear of

her life. I urged her, things being as bad as this, to go back

to her family. I offered to send her home, but she was timid

and irresolute. If she were to leave George Arnold he would

follow and bring her back, and her position would be worse

than ever. I could do nothing."

Another pause, another cigar lighted and flung away—and

then Sir Joseph went on hurriedly.

" The crisis came one summer evening just as it was growing

dark. Arnold had been drinking all day—drinking, and leaving

his work to be done by a subordinate. I was afterwards told

that he had not been sober for a week. There was a desperate

scene ; and his wife fled from him, came to my lodgings, and

asked me to shelter and protect her.

"Well, Lord Penrith, you know what usually happens in

such a case as that. She stayed with me. It was rather for

fear of him than love of me that she stayed, I believe. It was
only with me that she felt herself safe. As owner of the works,

and as a rich man, I was looked up to, and she fancied herself

safer with me than with anybody else. George Arnold came to

my lodgings on the following day—only half sober—threaten-

ing and violent, and I flung him out-of-doors like a dog. What
pity could I have for a man who had taken a lovely young
creature into his keeping, and had ill-used her from the very

beginning of their married life? 1 had no pity, no compunction

where he was concerned ; but it was an awful thing to hear next

morning that he had been killed on the railroad, and that it

was more than likely he had thrown himself in front of the train.

No one knew that his wife had been under my roof at the time

of his death. I provided a new home for her in a village three

miles from the works. I did all I could to save her character,

and I believe I succeeded. No one ever said that Louison

Arnold was more to me than an ill-used woman whom I had

befriended ; but she was fond of mo, poor girl, her heart turned

to me in her loneliness, and for half a year after her husband's
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death she and I were all the world to each other, and all my
leisure hours were spent with her

.

" I made her the promise which, I suppose, most men would
have made in such circumstances. I promised to marry her,

and I meant to keep my promise, later on, after the birth of

her child; but she had an unhappy disposition, fretful, exact-

ing, jealous, and the bond of love had worn very thin before my
daughter was born. The child's coming might have strengthened

the tie, and I might have kept my promise, like an honest man

,

but Louison's conduct at this time was trivial and foolish. I

discovered a flirtation with one of my clerks. I was very angry,

and took her back to her native town in Provence, at an hour's

warning, and established her with her child in the house which
she inhabited for the rest of her life. I allowed her a comfort-

able income, and I paid for her daughter's education at a

convent near the mother's home, but I never saw her after

my marriage. Love had long died out, and I could have

approached her almost as a stranger, but I felt that to look

upon the face of the woman who had been my mistress would
be an offence against my wife.

CHAPTEE XVII.

WHAT PEOPLE SAID.

Sir, Joseph was pleased with Lord Penrith's quiet manner,
both in advancing his own claims and in receiving that frank

confession of past error. There was some touch of comfort for

the sinner in Penrith's tranquil acceptance of the story, as a

mere matter of course, an incident likely enough to happen in

every man's life. He himself had been inclined to take a

tragical view of that old story, and to recognise the scourge of

the Furies in those sharp strokes which Fate had dealt him

—

first, George Arnold's suicide, for he had never doubted that

the drunken husband had flung away his life in a fit of jealous

rage—then Lady Lucy's death—by an accident so common, but
a blow so crushing to the man who adored her—and last and
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most terrible the murder of his unacknowledged daughter. A
remorseful conscience perceived in these calamities the judg-

ment of an offended Heaven. It was a comfort, therefore, to

talk to a man of Penrith's advanced school, who did not believe

in angels, avenging or otherwise, and who looked upon man as

the creature of circumstances and environment. Sir Joseph

wanted to see his daughter married, settlements made, his

colossal fortune secured so far as legal defences can secure

wealth against the weakness or the folly of a wife or the dis-

honesty of a husband. The thought that this splendid fortune

could be scattered and wasted was madness—this fortune which
had grown under his care, from the first earnings of the peasant

lad to the wealth of the man who owned property of almost

every shape and form, stretching from mines and smelting works
close at hand to the furthest limits of mining enterprise in

America and Australia. It would be a grand thing to see his

daughter a countess, with an impregnable marriage settlement.

The conviction that his working day was nearly done had
been growing upon him ever since Marie's death. He felt the

shadows darkening round him. He had worked his brain with

relentless activity, and of late there had been moments of

trouble and confusion—the vain effort to recall a familiar name
—the sudden clouding of ideas—which indicated that the fibres

were wearing thin, and that the final obscuration, the fall of

the curtain, might come suddenly. He was inclined, therefore,

to assist Penrith's suit with all his paternal influence.

Why should not Sibyl like this aristocratic suitor ? He had
all the markings of an ancient race in the refined features and
slender yet athletic form, the small hand and tapering fingers,

the narrow arched foot—a true Norman type, with its sugges-

tions of more distant ancestors in the dim remoteness of the

centuries before the conquest. The difference in their ages was

considerable—the girl only eighteen—the man between thirty

and forty, arrived at an age when a man begins to feel that the

glory and the freshness of youth have departed, and that ho is

nearing the crest of the hill, the other side of which is all

downward travelling. But this seniority should only lend

dignity to his suit. It ought to be more gratifying to a girl's

pride to be admired and esteemed by a man of Penrith's age
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and intellectual weight than to be worshipped by a stripling

fresh from Christchurch or Sandhurst.

It was a bitter disappointment to Sir Joseph when, after

confiding Penrith's hopes and his own views to Sibyl, he was
met by a deliberate refusal.

" I don't think I shall ever marry," she said. " At any rate,

there is nothing further from my thoughts at present. I want
to stay with you, dear father—always."

" Always may not mean very long," Sir Joseph muttered

moodily, and then he strongly urged the advantages of a

marriage with Penrith—an old peerage—an estate adjoining

that which she was to inherit, a castle that had stood like a

rock against the assaults of Scottish freebooters in the days

when it was a perilous thing to live on the Marches. For

dignity, for historic interest, there could hardly be a finer

match. Sir Joseph grew angry as he noted Sibyl's scornful lip

and resolute eye.

"Do you want to marry a duke? " he exclaimed. " Is that

why you turn up your nose at an offer most girls would snap

at?"
" I don't want to marry at all, father."

" No, not this year ; but next year you will be in London,

surrounded by adventurers, and the first fortune-hunting scamp

—rake-hell or gambler—who takes your fancy will have a better

chance than Penrith, with his thirty thousand acres and ancient

name."
" I am not afraid of fortune-hunters.''

" Very likely not ; but I am."
" Don't take me to London, then, next year, or any other

year. I don't care for society, father. I am as happy as I ever

can be, here with you."
" Sibyl, that's all very well, but it can't last. I am an old

man, and our parting—our last parting, my dear—may come

sooner than you expect. You think it nothing to give up
society, and all the pleasures to which my daughter has a right,

but that's only because you don't know what the great world is

like. You've heard it abused—its pleasures called Dead Sea

fruit. That's all nonsense. It's a very pleasant world for youth

and wealth, whatever it may be for the worn-out and the needy.
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No doubt they taste the dust and ashes—but the fruit will be

fresh and sweet to your lip. You must take your position in

society next season, Sibyl, married or unmarried. Your aunt

Selina would not hear of your presentation being delayed after

your nineteenth birthday."

Sibyl did not dispute this point, but she was firm in her

refusal of Lord Penrith.

He was to come to Ellerslie in a few days to hear her verdict.

He had begged that she might not be hurried in her decision.

He wished that she should have ample time to consider the

manifold advantages he had to offer. He would have been cut

to the quick could he have known with what indifference Sibyl

contemplated his offer, and that the only words of her father's

that had touched her feelings had been his gloomy foreshadow-

ing of his own death. Her thoughts were full of sadness as

she walked up and down the terrace where only a few months

ago she had been so light-hearted and happy. It was still

early in September, and Autumn had scarcely touched the

foliage in park or woods—only September, and she remembered
herself as she had been last Spring, when the leaves on yonder

plane tree were unfolding, while the beech buds were still purple.

How happy, how thoughtless she had been in those lengthening

April days, amused with the veriest trifles ; and now it seemed

to her as if life were one load of care. Look where she would,

the horizon was dark.

She had lived almost in seclusion since her return from the

Continent. The few cottagers—fisher families at Ardliston,

pitmen's families nearer home—whom she had visited had re-

ceived her, as she thought, somewhat ungraciously. There

was a change of some kind, a want of cordiality. They had
answered all her questionings as to their own welfare, and had

accepted her gifts with a certain sullenness. She had avoided

Susan Kettering, shuddering at the memory of the widow's

frantic vehemence in the day of mourning ; but two or three

days after Penrith's second visit to Ellerslie she called on Mrs.

Kettering's aunt, the widow Garforth, and again offered help

for the orphan children. The aunt deelined all help in the

niece's name.
" It's poor Susan's whim to do without your help, Miss," she
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said, " and she must have her own way. She's just a heart-

broken creature, and, right or wrong, she lays her grief at your

door, and she says she'd rather see those children starve than

touch a sixpence of your money. They needn't starve, anyhow,
poor bairns, for Susan can earn a little with charing. She's been

working up at the Arms four days a week, and there's others

—

uncles and aunts—to help a bit, so there's no call for you to

take it to heart, Miss, whatever folks may say."

" I care nothing what people say," Sibyl answered, haughtily.

"I only want to help those poor children, I cannot be in the

slightest measure responsible for their father's death. He was
asked to take out his boat, and offered a price for his night's

work. He was free to refuse, if he saw any risk."

" Of course he was, Miss. Everybody can see that, except

Susan. She raves about the money that tempted him—your

money. I don't believe he had ever had the chance of earning

so much in all his life till that night."

" He refused at first, then ?
"

" Yes, poor fellow. He saw there was dirty weather coming.

He didn't mean to take his boat out that tide, but it was a heap
of money to earn in a single night, and Mr. IJrquhart put it to

him—it would be the making of his fortune, and it might save

Mr. Mountford from the gallows. And when Susan heard of

the money, she begged him to go—that's what preys upon her

mind, Miss; but she has no call to lay the blame at your door,

and set people talking."

Those phrases of Mrs. Garforth's about what people said

haunted Sibyl's memory with uncomfortable persistency. What
should people say to her discredit ? What reason had she to

be ashamed, even if all that could be known about that dread-

ful night were known to the little world of Ellerslie and Ard-
liston ? She could understand that the widow might be blindly

resentful, but what right had other people to blame her ? There
was no act of hers upon that night of which she felt ashamed

;

for the violation of the law at which she had assisted did not

trouble her conscience. She saw no more shame in that than

lion-hearted Winifred Nithsdale could have seen in the trick

that saved her husband's head from the block.

What could people say?
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The neighbours at Ellerslie were of the fewest, for, except

Killander Castle, there was no country seat within a radius of

ten miles, the greater part of the land within that radius being

owned by Lord Penrith and Sir Joseph Higginson. A retired

colonel of a Highland regiment, with his wife and daughters,

and an evangelical vicar and his wife, both middle-aged people,

were Sibyl's only genteel neighbours within walking distance,

and these two families provided enough gentility to keep a

whole parish going. What could people say? Sibyl asked

herself with troubled brow, as she paced the terrace, where so

much of her life was spent in fine weather, while the horses

were idle in the stable, and the boats lay unused in the boat-

house by the river—that river which she had never willingly

looked upon since Marie Arnold's death. What could people

say? She remembered now a certain touch of patronage in the

manner of Mrs. Denton, the vicar's wife, a sort of " poor dear "

air ; a soothing look and tone which sf emed to say, " I shall

always be your friend, however other people may treat you."
She had thought nothing of that indefinite change at the time,

too weary of mind and heart to be on the alert for shades of

meaning in Mrs. Denton's local twaddle ; but now, recalling

that last tea-drinking, she remembered that there had been a
change. Those fulsome flatteries which had implied that Sir

Joseph's daughter was only a little lower than the angels, had
given place to a pitying tenderness of tone, insufferable to think
of now that she took the trouble to recall it.

She remembered too that there had been a shade of coldness

in Mrs. Macfarlane's manner when they met in a pitman's
cottage, the elder lady distributing tracts and good advice, the
younger orders for soup and wine. She remembered that the

Macfarlanes, who had always been precise to pernickettyness

in the interchange of afternoon calls, had not called at Ellerslie

since her return from Schwalbach. Sibyl had not noticed the

omission till now, thankful to be left in her melancholy solitude;

but now it seemed to her that her neighbours had been pur-

posely distant.

She went from the terrace to the drawing-room, where an
open piano and a volume of Ikethoven offered that form of

consolation which always soothed her nerves and lifted her soul
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out of the abyss of gloom. But to-day even music seemed to

have lost some of its power. She played the first movement of

the Moonlight Sonata, and then rose, and moved slowly about

the room, looking at the pictures on the walls, the marble Hebe,

coldly white against a background of tall palms, the tables

loaded with bric-a-brac, the valuable books piled carelessly on

other tables—books that had been chosen mostly for her sake,

Sir Joseph ordering any new book or new edition which he

thought might please his daughter.

How splendid it all was ; but how lonely ! Sir Joseph lived

chiefly in his own rooms, seeing no one but Andrew Orlebar,

and only joining his daughter at dinner, and after dinner, when
he would ask her to play to him, and sit in melancholy silence

while she played.

. Miss Minchin had gone home to her invalid mother. Lady
Selina was in Scotland with the Braemars, but was to arrive at

Ellerslie early in October and take up her position officially, as

Miss Higginson's chaperon, till she should be released from that

grave duty by Miss Higginson's marriage. Sir Joseph had
contrived to convey to her mind that, as he could not presume

to offer stipend or pecuniary consideration of any sort to a

woman of Lady Selina's social standing, her kindness to her

niece would be substantially remembered in his will, on which

his sister-in-law had assured him, firstly, that she hoped he

would outlive her ; secondly, that she existed only to be useful

to her people; thirdly, that any little legacy he might be

generous enough to bequeath to her would be a most welcome

addition to her wretched income.
" You know what a struggle it is for the unmarried daughters

of a poor nobleman to live like ladies," said Lady Selina ;
" the

wonder is that they manage to live at all."

Sir Joseph further conveyed to his sister-in-law that the

frocks and millinery which she would require during Sibyl's

first season were to be included in Sibyl's bills.

"You are too good, my dear Joseph. You won't find me
extravagant. One or two walking gowns, my court gown, and

a satin frock or so, with my own lace, for dances, will carry me
through the season. I won't ruin you."

Everything had been settled, therefore, and in the mean time
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Sibyl, who dreaded her aunt's frivolous loquacity, bad been
thankful to be alone. Till to-day there had been no oppression

in the sense of solitude, only an immense relief, but now, by
this new light, suggested by Mrs. Garforth's tactless speech, the

solitude galled. »

Was she, Sibyl Higginson, who from her babyhood had been

accustomed to the adulation of everybody about her, and had
grown unconsciously—without any lessening of her generous

impulses and sympathy with others—to regard herself in some
sort as a personage—was she to be patronised by a vicar's wife,

and cut by a half-pay Colonel and his family? The thought

was intolerable. The impetuous blood of youth mounted to

the fair temples, and when a servant threw open the drawing-

room door and announced Mr. Urquhart Sibyl hardly waited

for the door to be shut before she turned to the visitor with

indignant vehemence, and exclaimed

—

"Did you know this, Mr. Urquhart? Have you known all

along of the cruel things people have been saying about me

—

here, in this place, where they have known mo since I was a

little child?"

She burst into tears, the first she had shed since the interview

with Mrs. Garforth. They were tears of anger rather than of

sorrow.

Bewildered for the moment by this outburst, Urquhart

gently questioned the indignant girl, and drew from her all the

story of Susan Kettering's insolence, and Mrs. Garforth's hints

of scandal—of Mrs. Denton's compassionate airs, and Mrs.

Macfarlane's coldness. Hubert Urquhart was essentially an
" Opportunist," quick to profit by a crisis that could be turned

to his own advantage—and in Sibyl's wounded feelings he saw
a golden opportunity for the ripening of his own schemes.

Until Penrith's appearance on the scene he had meant to take

things very quietly—to wait and watch with the patience of

Bruce's proverbial spider. His faith had been large in the

opportunities that time always brings. But Penrith's rivalry

altered the whole aspect of the case, and his only chance of

success was a coup de main.

"My dear Sibyl, I am sure you have too enlightened a mind

to be distressed by village gossip," he began, deprecatiDgly.
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" They have talked about me, then ?
"

"Of course they have talked—-people talked about Joan of

Arc—and there were slanders about Charlotte Corday. Nothing

romantic or heroic can escape being talked about. Your visit

to the lock-up, and your help in Mountford's escape got known
somehow—and naturally people have talked. There is not

much to be said—no ground for scandal—but people in country

places have a way of saying things. Miss Higginson must have

been very much attached to Mr. Mountford before she could

take such a step—and then they go on harping upon your

attachment, and weaving a web of lies round a small nucleus of

truth, until the thing grows into a scandal—and mothers shake

their heads and say they would not like their daughters to

behave as Miss Higginson behaved—and fathers say that

Brandon Mountford was a scoundrel—and stories—so circum-

stantial as to seem true—are told of Sir Joseph's anger and

your tears—and speeches that never were spoken are quoted

and commented upon. There is nothing that grows so quickly

as a scandal—there needs but a grain of seed to produce a

mighty tree, and all the carrion crows of the neighbourhood

flap their wings and croak and scream among its branches.

But what need you care ? You know the purity of your own
motives."

" Yes, I know my own motives—and his noble character

—

but it is too cruel that he should be maligned. I can answer

to my God for what I did. If I broke the law—

"

" It is hardly so much the breach of the law these people talk

about, as the departure from the conventional rules that hedge

round a young lady in your position—forgive me if I wound
you by repeating their malicious speeches—the running after

your lover."

He tried to put as much unpleasant emphasis upon that last

word as it would carry; but to Sibyl's innocence the word

meant very little. She understood, however, that unkind things

had been said—unkind to him whose fate she knew not, and

whose memory she fondly cherished.

" Sibyl, there is one—and only one—way of cutting through

the web that entangles you. The quickest, simplest way," he

said, eagerly, drawing nearer to her, with a sudden fire in his
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cold hard face, taking her hand in both his own. " Give me
the right to defend your reputation. I was with you all through

that night. I can answer for the purity of your motives—the

generous impulse that urged you to depart from the beaten

track of conduct. No one will dare to speak ill of you when
you have a husband to answer for you—a husband familiar

with your life from your childhood, and who knows that it is

spotless. Give me that right, Sibyl—give me the reward of my
patient love."

" No, no, no, not for the world," she said passionately. " How
can you dream of such a thing, knowing what you know ? Do
you think I am so fickle or so weak? You know I loved

Brandon Mountford, and that it was only his sad affliction that

forbade our being engaged lovers."

" The past is past. You can never marry Mountford—dead

or living, he is lost to you. But marriage is your only escape

from the scandal that has grown out of that fatal night. Sibyl,

for your own sake, I must be plain with you. I know the world

of which you know nothing—know it too well—and I know
that the cloud which darkens your name in this place will follow

you to London, and that your first appearance in the great

world will be overshadowed by that odious scandal—vague

—

from its very vagueness impossible to confute. You cannot

live down that scandal by yourself alone. It will be the signal

for the basest adventurers to hunt you as their destined prey.

No one but a husband—a man of position—can come between

you and the venom of the world in which beauty and wealth

are the chosen mark for malice."

"Is that so?" asked Sibyl suddenly, "would these people be

sorry for their unkindness if I were to marry a man of position

in their paltry world—a man of rank ?
"

"Assuredly they would," said Uri[uhart, his face lighting

triumphantly.

She had wrenched her hand from his, and in this moment of

fancied success ho tried again to seize it—tried to draw her to

his breast, fully believing that his causo was won—won much
more easily than he had hoped, even when resolved on trying

to take her by storm.

She repulsed him angrily. Her face was flushed ; her eyes
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flamed. She ran to the bell and held the button down till a

footman appeared.
" Was that Lord Penrith's phaeton which drove past the

window half an hour ago ? " she asked.

" Yes, ma'am. His Lordship is with Sir Joseph in the study."
" Ask him to come to me—here —directly."
" Sir Joseph, ma'am ?

"

" No, Lord Penrith."

"What do you want with my brother?" asked Urquhart,

when the man was gone.

" You shall hear."

Sibyl was walking about the room, her heart beating violently,

her breath quickened, her hands clasped tightly together in the

agony of a desperate determination. She was at the age when
the happiness of a lifetime is sometimes hazarded upon the

impulse of a moment—the age of sudden resolve and reckless

action. Wounded pride had mastered every other feeling.

Penrith appeared, pale, grave, prepared for a serious inter-

view, but in no wise prepared for his brother's presence. He
gave Urquhart a curt nod, as he approached Sibyl.

Their hands met, and he stood looking at her, surprised at

the crimson flush on her cheeks and the angry light in her eyes.

"You sent for me, and I came with delight," he said gently.

" I'm sure you must know how eager I am to see you. But you

look distressed—I fear there is something the matter."

He turned from Sibyl to Hubert questioningly.

" Lord Penrith, my father told me a few days ago that you
wished me to be your wife. Do you still wish it ?

"

" Still—always—with my whole heart."

" But perhaps you don't know that people in this neighbour-

hood have said unkind things about me because I helped Mr.
Mountford to escape—convinced that he was innocent of poor

Marie's death."

"I have heard nothing. If I did hear—well, I should let

people know my opinion of them, for daring to speak unkindly

of you.
" But you know that I broke the law in helping Mr. Mount-

ford to escape—that I provided the money which tempted the

owner of the Mary Jane to risk his life. , The boat was lost

—
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with all on board. They say at Ardliston that those lives lie

at my door."

She clasped her hands before her face to hide the tears that

rushed to her eyes at that thought.
" I know that you can have done nothing that was not noble

and high-minded."

"I loved him," faltered Sibyl. "I am not ashamed of my
love—even now. I can never care for any one on this earth

as I cared for him—but if," she continued, dashing away her

tears and confronting Penrith with a resolute look, " if, knowing
this, which I have told you in the presence of your brother, who
was with me—and acted for me—on that fatal night—if knowing
this, Lord Penrith, you still wish to take me for your wife "

" Still wish—earnestly, passionately !
" cried Penrith, seizing

her hands, and trying to draw her to his breast.

There was triumph, ecstasy almost, in his face and voice, if

not the ring of real passion. To have won her—to have won
beauty, youth, and fortune so easily—was more than he had
hoped. He flashed an exultant glance at his brother, as he put
his arm round Sibyl's waist.

" My love, my wife," he cried. " Life has nothing left to give

me more than this."

Hubert Urquhart had been standing a little way off, with his

back to a wide window—a window with plate-glass doors, open-

ing on to the terrace, a window which gave light and brightness,

and air, and, egress and ingress, but which every aesthetically-

minded visitor at Ellerslie condemned as an error in taste.

Standing with his back to that flood of light, Urquhart's face

had been in dense shadow, and neither the diabolical scowl nor

the livid hue of his countenance as he witnessed this impromptu
betrothal had been noticed by his brother or Sibyl. Both were
startled by the venom which hissed from his lips in a burst of

ironical felicitation.

" I congratulate you, Miss Higginson, upon a coup de theatre

that would have done honour to Rachel in her zenith—

a

dramatic situation more daring than anything Sardou has ever

attempted. You wanted a husband to patch up your damaged
reputation—that fact was clear to me just now when I offered

you my unworthy self and a younger brother's modest status.

o
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But you are more ambitious than I thought you. I did not

know that you wanted to repair your blemished character with

the prestige that hangs about an Earl's coronet, that you counted

upon buying a title with the million or so which your worthy
coal-mining, iron-founding, money-grubbing father is ready to

give as solatium to the husband who is willing to marry "

Some word followed, only half pronounced between clenched

teeth—only the beginning of some infamous word, no syllable

of which ever reached Sibyl's ear, and which ended in a crash

of plate-glass that rang through Ellerslie House and brought

master and servants, indoor and out-of-door, hurrying to the

scene.

Happily for Hubert Urquhart, and perhaps still more happily

for Lord Penrith, the heavy glass doors were standing ajar when
with one blow, impelled by passion too strong for speech, the

elder brother hurled the younger backwards through the part-

ing casements on to the terrace outside. It was the shock of

the doors flying asunder as Urquhart fell between them which

had shattered the two tall panels of glass and sent a shower

of splinters flashing and sparkling in the sunlight. The flush

of anger had faded from Penrith's forehead by the time Sir

Joseph entered the room, and he met the baronet's eager

questioning with perfect self-possession.

" I am sorry I lost my temper and broke your window," he

said ;
" but if a scoundrel insults the woman one loves—or

indeed any woman—what can one do but knock him down ?

and Mr. Urquhart happened to be standing in front of your
window. Pray don't be distressed, Sibyl. You will never again

be subjected to my brother's brutality, for he shall never enter

any house of mine, and I am sure your father will have nothing

more to do with him."

"What has he done—what has he sa$? " asked Sir Joseph,

bewildered and alarmed.
" Nothing worth talking about—only an explosion of male-

volence. He wanted to marry Miss Higginson, and behaved
like a lunatic when he heard her promise to be my wife."

" What ? Has she promised ?
"

"I am proud to say she has," answered Penrith, taking

Sibyl's hand.
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" Thank God !

" said Sibyl's father.

While this brief conversation was proceeding Hubert Urqu-

liart was lying on his back upon the gravel walk outside,

unconscious of surrounding things.

Dr. Dewsnap, who looked to his injuries half an hour after-

wards, was able to assure Sir Joseph that although his patient

was suffering from slight concussion of the brain, and was
somewhat shaken and bruised by the fall, he would most likely

be quite well in a few days.

CHAPTER XVIII.

lady penrith's idea.

The story of Sibyl Higginson's girlhood has been told. She
now reappears on the scene in the maturity of her beauty, in

the calm strength of a cultivated intellect, with all the power

and influence that rank and wealth can give in a world where

both are objects of fanatical worship, a woman much admired

and courted, and sincerely loved by the numerous nephews and

nieces to whom she is never weary of showing kindness. Yet

for all that a lonely woman,' childless, fatherless, living her own
life, unsustained by the sympathy or affection of her husband.

Sir Joseph's anticipation of the end proved a true forecast.

He died suddenly at his house in London, in the first year of

his daughter's marriage, and after seeing her take her place in

the great world with distinction ; and the vast wealth which he

had accumulated in half a century of laborious enterprise passed

at once to Sibyl, Countess of Penrith, guarded and hedged

round by those wise restrictions which Sir Joseph's lawyers

had attached to her marriage settlement. Sibyl's fortune might

make Lord Penrith a rich man, but Lord Penrith had no power

to make his wife a pauper. Sometimes in an angry mood he

spoke of himself contemptuously as her ladyship's pensioner.

The house in Arlington Street was sold soon after Sir

Joseph's death, and according to the terms of his will; but all

that was choicest in a remarkable collection of pictures and

curios was transferred to Lady Penrith's rooms in Berkeley
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Square, or to the castle in the Marches. She was pleased to

surround herself with the things her father's taste had selected.

Nor was she unwise in the desire to keep the pictures which

he had chosen, for the self-educated, humbly-born millionnaire

had early learnt to discriminate between good and bad art, and

his taste and judgment had ripened in the studios of famous

painters, and in Christie's sale-rooms. Even the sweepings of

his gallery sold well.

No ray of light had been cast on Brandon Mountford's fate

in the ten years that had gone by since his escape from the

lock-up at Ardliston, and Sibyl could hardly doubt that he

had gone down to his death with the crew of the Mary Jane.

Susan Kettering's children were growing up into sturdy lads

and lasses, and it had been Lady Penrith's care that they

should be well provided for, the boys apprenticed, the girls

started in domestic service with all the belongings of respecta-

bility. Susan Kettering had long ago repented of her unjust

anger against Sir Joseph's daughter, and had learnt to be

grateful to the benefactress who had made the years of her

widowhood smooth and prosperous. There was no one in that

north country more beloved and respected than Lady Penrith.

She was a personage in Mayfair and Belgravia; but in that

smaller world around Killander Castle and Ellerslie Park she

was a queen.

Ellerslie House had never been occupied by strangers, though

in the nine years since Sir Joseph's death Lady Penrith had
only lived in it for a few days at a time once or twice a year.

His Lordship spoke scornfully of the folly of maintaining a

house and grounds which required the labour of about a dozen
people, for such brief occupancy ; but Sibyl reminded her

husband that as the shooting and fishing were of use to himself

and his friends he had no right to complain.

There was at least one inhabitant of Ellerslie House above

the status of a servant, and that was Andrew Orlebar, who had
occupied his old rooms and moved about house and gardens

and home farm in his old quiet way ever since Sir Joseph's

death. He was Lady Penrith's land steward and business

manager. He held all the threads of that golden web of which
she was the centre. He knew the value of every investment
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Sir Joseph had ever made, for he had watched them all from

the beginning; and he might have been questioned at any

moment as to yesterday's closing price of any stock held by

Lady Penrith without being out in his reply by so much as an

eighth.

Andrew Orlebar lived at Ellerslie all the year round, and
never complained of wintry weather or want of society. He
was much respected in the district, and looked up to as a

man whose advice on money matters was worth a little extra

courtesy. He was nearly seventy, but no less active and in-

dustrious than when he entered Joseph Higginson's service as

timekeeper and clerk at thirty. Nothing at Ellerslie had been

altered. The rooms in which Sibyl's childhood and youth had

been spent were exactly as she had known them then ; and it

pleased her sometimes to turn her back upon a large house-

party at the Castle to spend a quiet day in those silent rooms,

with no companion but Andrew Orlebar, with whom she would

take tea in Sir Joseph's study, and who delighted to make her

look through his account of the half-year's payments to her

banker.
" You have a surplus from last year's income that ought to

be invested," he would say. " Your balance is needlessly large."

" Do what you like with it, my dear Andrew," was her usual

reply; "your investments never go wrong; but first let us

remember the poor."

And then she would tell him of some charity in which she

was interested—some great work vouched for by good men, and

she would allot to that scheme of beneficence perhaps the whole

of her surplus. If Andrew Orlebar argued that she was giving

away too much, that she was not allowing her fortune its

natural development, she would answer with a sad smile that

she had no motive for being richer, that she had enough and

more than enough, having no children among whom to divide

her fortune, no family to establish, spreading out into other

families, carrying her riches into new channels.

" For a solitary woman to go on amassing wealth for the

mere pleasure of piling up money would be horrible," she said.

Orlebar shook his head dubiously.

" Great fortunes must grow," he said ; " it doesn't do for
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them to stand still. The value of the sovereign steadily

dwindles, and a rich man who doesn't increase his capital will

find himself a poor man some day, without knowing why. You
must really allow me to invest half your surplus in one of

our home railways. The stock is very high, but it will go

higher."

The discussion generally ended in a compromise. Half the

surplus income went to the charity, and half was invested at

Orlebar's discretion. He was very careful in his administra-

tion of his principal's fortune. The days of neck-or-nothing

enterprises which had helped to make Joseph Higginson a

millionnaire were over.

" I go plodding on among investments that cannot bring more

than four and a half per cent, at the outside/' he said ;
" but

the responsibility is too great for me to risk anything. I can't

play pitch and toss with tens of thousands, as your dear father

did. Ah, those were fine times in Arlington Street, when you

were a little girl. He used to take my breath away ; but what-

ever stock he touched always turned up trumps. He had the

genius of finance. And it was all for your sake. ' I am building

up a pile for my little girl,' he used to say ; and he did build

up a pile. Those old Egyptian Pharaohs were thought to have

done a grand thing when they left a pyramid behind them,

but what's the good of a pyramid? It's neither useful nor

ornamental. The fortune your father left is both. Look at the

Higginson Orphanage, the Higginson Almshouses for pitmen's

widows, the Higginson Schools ! Aren't those useful, and orna-

mental too ? Your work, all your work, I know, my dear lady

;

but you couldn't have built 'em without his money."
" No, indeed. They are his work, and his only. It has been

my greatest happiness to found institutions that will make his

name remembered in the years to come, when there will be no

one living who can remember him."
" Ah, that's a sad thought, ain't it ? Fifty years, or so, and

there's no one left whose memory can conjure up the figure of

the man as he lived. There's a portrait or two, more or less

like him. Herkomer's is about as like as paint can be to flesh

and blood. But the memory of him as he lived and moved—the

quick turn of his head, all life and energy—-the curious little
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twitch of his eyebrow when he was puzzled—that slow, thought-

ful smile when he was going to do a kindness to any one—his

deep, full voice, a little rough sometimes, but very gentle to

those he loved ! Fifty years, and no one on this earth will bo

able to recall those things that are so near and vivid now ! It

seems hard, don't it ?
"

Sibyl loved to hear the old man talk, were he never so prosy

;

and those afternoons at Ellerslie were always a restful change

from the statelier life of Killander Castle.

Coralie having expressed herself very anxious to see a house

of which she had heard a great deal, Lady Penrith took her

over to Ellerslie one October afternoon—within a few days of

that long afternoon wasted on futile inquiries and the vain

endeavour to solve the mystery of the pencil scrawl.

Cora ran about the house looking at everything, and rapturous

about everything, with that equality of praise which bespeaks

the ignorant admirer; and while the younger lady was amusing
herself by a tour of inspection the elder was closeted with

Andrew Orlebar, from whom she had no secrets, and to whom
she showed the scrap of paper which had stirred such hidden

depths of feeling. "

" It is so like his hand," she said.

And then she placed the poor scrawl side by side with a

little note written in the early morning, before one of their

river excursions—proposing a pic-nic luncheon at a particular

spot, suggesting that Sibyl and her companion should take their

books and sketching materials—or their latest craze in the way
of needle-work—and make a day of it ; a note sportive and
playful, which committed the writer to no expression of feeling,

yet which seemed to breathe fondest admiration of her to whom
it was written. It was his first letter. How she had treasured

it, in that golden time ; and in all the years since that brief

dream of love

!

Other letters had followed—letters about further excursions

—about books—about music—playful little notes written in the

morning about disputed points in the conversation overnight,

a misquoted line by Tennyson or Browning—notes about any-

thing, or about nothing. There is no surer sign of a man being
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deep in love than this inclination to scribble futilities to a lady

while living under the same roof with her. The necessary

separations of daily life are too long for him. He must needs

bridge them over with nonsense-letters. He cannot stand under

her window and serenade her, like a lover of old romance; so he

writes, and writes, and writes.

" There is certainly a resemblance between the two hands,"

said Orlebar, after scrutinising both documents through a

reading glass, which magnified every stroke, "but wbat of

that? You may often find a resemblance as marked in the

penmanship of men who are total strangers to each other, and
cannot have grown to write alike by unconscious imitation;

and how can you for a moment suppose that this scrap of

paper given you by some crazy mendicant on the moor could

emanate from Brandon Mountford, who disappeared ten years

ago, and whom wo have every reason to believe dead ?
"

"Every reason, but no positive proof," answered Sibyl,

thoughtfully. " The man who gave me that paper may have

been crazy, but he was certainly not a beggar. He thrust the

paper into my hand, and ran away. He wanted nothing from

me. His conduct was like that of a messenger—an ignorant

man—who had been told to watch for my carriage and to give

me that paper."

" And you think he was sent by Mountford ? " asked Orlebar,

with a pitying smile.

The delusions of romantic love know no limits. He knew—
partly from his observation of her, partly by her own confession

—how fondly this woman had loved Brandon Mountford

—

and he contemplated her hallucination of to-day with tenderest

compassion.

Poor child, poor woman, whose life had, for the last ten years,

been loveless ! What wild possibilities an empty heart can

conjure out of the thinnest cloud of suggestion !

" I don't know what to think."

" My dear lady, pray don't delude yourself by hopes that are

as unreal as those mountain ranges and giant's caverns which

you used to show me in the evening sky, years ago, on the

terrace, when we walked up and down together after dinner. I

don't think any rational person can doubt that poor Mountford
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"went down in the Mary Jane, or that—under the influence

of his terrible disease—he committed the crime which brought

such misery on this house."
" That I will never believe," said Lady Penrith indignantly.

"No, no; you won't believe because you can't understand.

You don't know what it is when a devil of madness—blind,

desperate, raging against he knows not what—-enters into a

man, and cries ' Kill ! kill
!

' You can't understand that—nor

can I, or any sane person. But we know that such things are.

And if it was so, don't you think Providence dealt kindly with

all of us in sending that poor fellow to a death that had no

shame in it—a moment's wild uncertainty, and then whirled

out of this life in one deafening blast, one uplifting of the

furious sea ? Upon my word, Lady Penrith, since everyone of

us must die somehow, I doubt if one could die easier than in a

tempest."
" He was innocent—innocent !

" said Sibyl, her eyes brimming

with angry tears. " I know quite as much about it as you do.

I have studied the books that describe his malady. A man
does not reach that violent stage of the disease all at once.

Brandon had only suffered from the milder form of attack. He
may have had a worse seizure that day, perhaps. He had been

agitated and unhappy—he had been anxious and worried for

some time previously. The period of unconsciousness was
much longer. No doubt it was a bad attack—but the impulse

to kill never touched him. I would stake my life upon that.

You must look somewhere else for the murderer of Marie Arnold

—somewhere as near, perhaps "

" What do you mean ?
"

" I can't tell you. There are some suspicions too dreadful to

be uttered. I dare not tell you mine. But I can and do declare

that Brandon Mountford was no murderer."

There was a silence. Orlebar was perplexed and troubled

by those dark hints of hers. He was quick to catch at an idea

—and the only idea that Sibyl's words suggested was terrible^

He would not give it room in his mind.
" But if this unhappy man were alive, why should he have

allowed all these years to pass without making any sign—with-

out writing to you, to whom he owes so much V
"
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" He may have been unable—for some cause or other.*'

" It is difficult to imagine a cause, and if he were living and

a free agent, such silence would imply base ingratitude."
" No, no, what I did was nothing—or it may have been the

worst that could have been done—the worst for his good name,
certainly—for it confirmed the people about here in the idea of

his guilt. I may have fallen into a trap set for him and me.

He had no cause for gratitude, and there might be reasons—his

regard for my reputation among other reasons—why he should

hold no communication with me."
" Granted. But in that case, why after a silence of many

years approach you in such a lunatic fashion as this?" asked

Orlebar, pointing to the scrap of paper with those few incoherent

words scrawled in pencil.

" Must I tell you what I have thought of in the long sleepless

nights since that message was given me? It is hateful to

speak of it, but I can imagine no other solution. I believe ho

is somewhere in this neighbourhood, mad, and a prisoner."

" My dear lady, that is the wildest flight of imagination upon
your part."

"Perhaps—but that is the only explanation I can find for

this."

She laid her finger on the pencilled lines before Andrew
Orlebar, and then took up the little scrap of paper and put it

away in her purse as carefully as if it had been the most precious

thing she possessed.

" I have begun to look for him," she said, quietly, " and I

shall go on looking for him."

CHAPTEE XIX.

corame's journal—foe pateenal inspection.

Mv dear aunt has certainly become an altered woman within
the last week. She who was lately calm as a statue, composed,

dignified, moving with queenlike motion through a life that

seemed to have lost all interest for her, now looks like a woman
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whose every nerve is strung to highest tension, whose delicate

frame vibrates with suppressed energy.

This sudden change from snow to fire interests me more than

I can say. I take as much delight in trying to thread the

mystery of this wonderful woman's mind as an enthusiastic

pianist can feel in unravelling the web of a Beethoven sonata,

or a crabbed composition by Sebastian Bach. My whole mind
is bent upon finding the secret springs of her action. Those

inquiries among the cottagers at Cargill had assuredly some-

thing to do with the matter that so absorbs her. Not for

nothing would she have been so keenly interested in a casual

wayfarer—not for mere charity, were she as charitable as that

St. Helena, about whom Mr. Coverdale told me some fairy tales

yesterday evening, across the billiard table.

One of the symptoms of this transformation in Lady Penrith

is her obvious desire to escape my companionship in her drives.

" I know you prefer going with the shooters, Cora," she has

said, on three several mornings ; and thus instigated I have

gone with the shooters, for the honourable and Beverend John
is game worth stalking, and as he is not so keen a sportsman

as the other men—indeed, no sportsman at all—I contrive to

enjoy a good deal of his society—and I am getting as familiar

with the romance of mediaeval saintliness in Rome and in the

East—as I am with the characters in Balzac's novels.

Pleasant as it is, however, to tramp over brown heather and
bracken, and tear my pretty tweed frock among the furze

bushes, in this enlightening society, yet the very fact of her

ladyship not wanting me has determined me to force my com-

pany upon her, so yesterday I met her usual remark about

the shooters with a flat refusal.

" I am not going with them ever again, aunt, or at any rate

not for ages," I answered. "I dare say they are tired of mc,

and I know I am tired of them. All my sympathy is with the

innocent birds they massacre; and why should I put myself

in the way of having my feelings harrowed ?
"

" Why, indeed ? " said my uncle, a remark I might have

anticipated from him.

I spoke with some soreness of feeling, for in all that tramping

over the lumpy moor, and in all those prosy legends of im-
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possible saints, the Eeverend John has not committed himself

to the faintest expression of admiration for me, the sinner. I

am as far from the hope of winning his saintly affections as

when I played my first game of billiards with him.
" No, aunt, no more long days with the guns for me," said

I. " If I don't bore you too much I should like to share your

drive this afternoon."

" Of course you don't bore me, Cora, but "

My aunt's reluctance expressed itself so strongly in that

monosyllable as to attract my uncle's attention. He looked at

the speaker suddenly, with keen, cold eyes.

"No doubt your aunt will be very glad to have you," he

said ;
" she must want your society in those dreary drives of

hers more than we do "

"Except at luncheon," put in Peggie Mountford, a callow

subaltern in the Grenadiers, one of Lady Penrith's innumerable

nephews. " We shall miss you awfully with the lunch cart.

You say such awfully good things, regular rowdy things. Oh,

you needn't stare, Mr. Coverdale. The best things she says

go over your head ; but Villars and I are in the know, ain't

we, Vill ?
"

Mr. Villars, who might be this flippant brat's grandfather,

assented with a nod. I felt that I had sunk fathoms deep in

the estimation of the Churchman ; and I had the pleasure of

hearing my uncle's scornful laugh, as he rose from the breakfast

table, with a muttered " My niece is her father's daughter."

After luncheon Lady Penrith informed me, rather coldly,

that she was going to Ellerslie for a business interview with

her land steward and general adviser, Mr. Orlebar, whom I

have heard you speak of not too admiringly. She warned me
that I would have a very dull afternoon, as she might be

engaged for a long time. I assured her that my delight in

seeing the house in which she was born and brought up would
make dulness out of the question.

She was right, however. I endured an afternoon of inex-

orable dreariness, since the amusement to be found in prowling

about a great empty house, and trying her Ladyship's piano,

was exhausted in about twenty minutes ; and then I had
nothiDg to do but roam in the autumnal garden, count the
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chrysanthemums, and think over that odious young Mount-

ford's impertinence. My regular rowdy speeches, forsooth

!

What is the use of having a sharp wit, which seizes the

ludicrous aspect of everything? I fear I have been a little

weak in letting them talk of French novels and sensational

cases in the divorce court before me, and putting in my pert

little tongue occasionally. But what can one talk of in this

end of the century, if not sensational cases, when every new
case goes beyond the old ones in sensational elements ?

There is a feeling in the air as if it were not the end of the

century, but the end of the world.

I wandered about, solitary and disconsolate, thinking of only

the unpleasantest things, and without so much as a cup of tea.

Whatever the housekeeper was doing, she was too busy to

think of poor me.

It was past six o'clock when Lady Penrith came to me in

the drawing-room, where I was trying to hammer out the one

mazurka of Chopin's which had been hammered into me at

Madame Michon's and which I now only remember in shreds

and patches. The Arts have not been propitious in my case.

My musical education was a lamentable failure ; and I was
never able even to produce the stiff chalk drawing which every

pupil at Madame M.'s was supposed to execute, with the aid

of bread-crumbs and a patient master. Yet I think for mere

brains I might pit myself against most of those underbred

girls who used to sneer at my shabby frocks.

Lady Penrith looked ill and miserable when she rejoined

me, after her two hours' conversation with her man of business.

If their talk had been solely of money matters, one might
suppose her on the brink of ruin, but I don't believe financial

cares had anything to do with her low spirits.

She scarcely spoke to me in the drive home, and she did not

appear at dinner that evening. We were informed before

dinner that her ladyship was suffering from a neuralgic head-

ache, and keeping quiet in her own rooms. The maiden aunt,

Lady Selina Mountford, a portentous person in a point-lace

hood, like Juliet's nurse, had arrived while we were out, and

I spent a dismal evening in the shadow of her respectability,

not daring to propose an adjournment to the billiard-room,
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although that impertinent young guardsman asked me to join

in a game of pool.

" You can play to me, Miss Urquhart, while I work," Lady
Selina said curtly, with a glance at the open piano.

" Thank you, I don't play," replied I, as curtly as she.

" Indeed ! I thought every young lady nowadays was a good
pianist."

"There are quite enough of them to make the piano a

nuisance, but I happen to be an exception," I retorted, feeling

every nerve set on edge by this horrid old woman in a shabby
red velvet gown, ensconced in the most comfortable chair—my
own pet chair—by the great mediaeval fireplace, where rampant
brass lions guard a wrought-iron basket of blazing ship's

timber, which casts an uncanny green and blue light on
people's faces.

Surrounded as we are with coal-pits, I need hardly mention

that it is the correct thing in a gentleman's house to burn

nothing but logs.

Lady Selina settled down to a piece of the ugliest fancy-work

I ever remember seeing—a coarse olive-green blanket into

which she laboriously dug a huge carpet-needle laden with

orange worsted. It was just such a piece of work as one of

an African chiefs hundred wives might have chosen for the

amusement of her leisure hours: altogether hideous an-3

savage.

Perhaps that idea sent my random thoughts in a particular

direction.

" This detestable old woman is a Mountford," I said to

myself. "She must know something about Brandon Mount-
ford, who wrote the African book."

At any rate there woiild be some fun in questioning her.

" I think you had an African traveller among your relations

some years ago, Lady Selina," said I, squatting on a stool at

her feet, as if I loved her.

" Most young men travel in Africa nowadays," she answered.
" It is part of a liberal education."

A troubled look had come into her face, and I could see that

she was shuffling with me.
" Ah, but you must know all about this one—a Mr. Brandon
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Mountford, who wrote a book of travels. Do tell me something

about him."
" There is nothing to tell, except that he was a distant relation

of mine, and that he died many years ago."
" Did he die in Africa ?

"

" No."
" Oh."

Her manner was so forbidding that I dared not ask another

question. She dug her skewer into the green serge—oh, such

a bilious colour—as if she would like to dig it into me. She

looked like a witch, with the blue and green flames reflected

upon her red gown, a horrible lurid figure, a horrible blue-green

face.

There is evidently some tragic story to be told about Brandon
Mountford—some misfortune, or even disgrace, which involves

Lady Penrith. I dare say you know all about it, and will grin

when you read this diary ; but when next we meet I shall insist

upon your telling me all you know.

I might question the maid who dresses me, and who is most
likely to be posted in all scandals affecting the family, but I

make it a rule of my life never to be confidential with servants.

It doesn't pay. The poorer one is the more uppish one ought

to be.

This morning Lady Penrith reappeared, none the worse

for yesterday's headache. After breakfast she informed Lady
Selina that the barouche would be at her disposal for the

morning or the afternoon as she might prefer, and that I would
go with her.

" Cora is fond of driving," she said.

" But you'll come too, I hope, aunt," said I.

" Not to-day, Cora. My aunt will excuse me. I am going

to see some people beyond Ardliston."

"But we could all drive that way," I suggested.

" It would not be worth while. I should keep you waitinp;

too long. You can take Lady Selina round by Hanborough
Point,"

Lady Selina protested that she adored the scenery round
Killandcr Castle, so wild, so deliciously bleak and barren, so
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unlike Berkshire, where she had just been staying with Mrs.

Tilbury St. George, another niece. As the days were growing

short she preferred driving in the morning, so behold me, told

off to sit and talk twaddle with this odious spinster, who
entertained me with an endless web of prosiness about her

quarrel with Mrs. Tilbury St. George's maid, who had waited

on her, Lady Selina, during her own maid's holiday, and had

been guilty of various offences against the ancient spinster's

dignity, and had never brought her morning tea before eight

o'clock.

"My niece is a fine horsewoman, and hunts four days a

week," concluded Lady Selina, " so one can't be surprised that

there is laxity in her household. She notices the slightest

shortcoming in the stables, but permits chaos in her house."

At luncheon Lady Penrith looked pre-occupied and excited.

She left the table with an apology, before her aunt had finished

nibbling a bannock with her cheese, and five minutes afterwards

I heard her light pony-cart drive away.

More inquiries, I suppose, and further afield.

I was not to be beaten as easily as her ladyship thought. I

determined on a skirmishing round in the direction Lady
Penrith had talked of—beyond Ardliston. There are two or

three poor little villages within a mile or so of that wretched

place. I might gain upon the carriage by a short cut across

the moor, and contrive to meet her ladyship, in a guileless,

unpremeditated way.

Those long tramps with the shooters, if they have been no

other gain to me, have at least made me a good walker. I am in

training for twenty miles a day, and six or seven miles across the

moor are as nothing to me. And then what a blessing to escape

from Lady Selina, who had established herself again in my
favourite chair, by the drawing-room fire, olive green tapestry,

and all en regie.

Not a word said I to this Medusa, lest she should offer to

accompany. me, for these active busybodyish old women can

sometimes walk as well as the youngest. I slipped out of the

drawing-room, found hat and jacket in the hall, and started off

at a good four miles an hour, across the hills to Ardliston, where

I arrived just in time to see her ladyship's pony-carriage
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disappear over tlie crest of a further hill in the direction of

Allan Bay.

On one side of the bay there is a miserable concatenation of

fishermen's huts, and a churchyard with two old wind-blown

firs, gaunt and distorted, their great bent arms curving inward

as if beckoning the dead from the depths of the sea. " Come
here and rest in the calm, quiet earth," they seem to say.

Don't laugh at this dropping into poetry on my part. I am
only quoting the Reverend John, who showed me a water-colour

drawing he had made of the churchyard and fir-trees, and con-

fided his sentimental notion about these wind-warped branches.

He has all the accomplishments—paints charmingly, fiddles a

little, knows Beethoven and Mozart as well as I know Balzac

and Dumas—and hangs enraptured over Lady Penrith's piano

whenever she condescends to play to us poor creatures in the

drawing-room, which is not often. She prefers communing
with the spirit of melody in the seclusion of her morning

room.

That village over the hill—St. Jude's is the wretched hole's

name—is a good seven miles from Ardliston. It was useless

for me to attempt to follow Lady Penrith's carriage. So I

crossed the moor again, and walked slowly back, not altogether

baffled, for I had at least discovered the direction of her lady-

ship's drive.

CHAPTER XX.

THE CARPEWS HAVE A BOARDER.

That village with the old Norman church and the bleak, wind-
blown churchyard, where the graves were sometimes washed
l.y the salt white spray from a stormy sea, consisted only of

about half a dozen stone cottages, and the congregation which
sparsely occupied the old oaken pews on a Sunday morning
and afternoon was mostly made up of smock-frock farmers from
the neighbourhood, or an occasional pitman's family, which had
come over the hill to afternoon service for the sake of the walk.

Poor as the parish was, and few the dwellings it contained,

p
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there were a Vicarage and a Vicar—the Vicarage a low, ram-
bling house, with stone walls and slated roof, over which lichens

and stone-crop had spread a friendly covering ; the Vicar an

elderly, careworn man, whose shoulders seemed to have bent

under the burden of a large family.

This gentleman, with his -wife and children, were the only

people with any pretence to gentility within a longish walk from

the Norman church, and although Mrs. Carpew, the Vicar's wife,

had grown worn and wan with domestic cares, and rarely

enjoyed ten minutes' leisure between breakfast and bedtime, she

had not yet left off lamenting the want of society in the neigh-

bourhood. What leisure or entertainment she could have given

to society, or what gowns she could have worn in society, had
society been there, was a problem which she had never tried to

solve. She went on lamenting the barrenness of the neighbour-

hood with a certain ladylike forlornness which secured her the

sympathy of friendly farmers' wives, with whom she occasionally

condescended to partake of a substantial north-country tea.

If this poor lady could afford herself one reputable gown
and one smart bonnet in which to appear at such homely tea-

drinkings she thought herself happy, for there were three

growing girls to be clad and shod, and there was an eldest son

at Durham, and a second son at Marlborough, and two small

boys running wild at home whom the Vicar was supposed to

teach, so that in the long vacation—very long seemed that vaca-

tion to the house-mother—there were seven hungry mouths
round the Vicarage table, to say nothing of the father and
mother, who almost lost all appetite in horror at the amount of

food those seven hungry maws consumed.

" A little more beef, please, ma," "A little more pudding,

please, ma." What a chorus it was ! Mrs. Carpew had much
need to comfort herself with the vulgar aphorism that it is

better to pay butcher and baker than doctor and chemist

—

but that consolatory reflection did not tend to make the bills

lower.

" If it wasn't for their boarder the Carpews would never bo
able to make both ends meet," said the farmers' wives, who
knew how poor a living this parish of St. Jude's provided for

its pastor.
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1

There was a boarder at the Vicarage, a mysterious gentle-

man boarder, whose face but few of the neighbours had
ever beheld, but whose existence in the house was not made
an absolute secret, though it was talked about as little as

possible.

" It is beneath your father's position as Vicar for us to have
a boarder; so the less you say about him the better, dears,'.'

Mrs. Carpew told her brood. " He is a poor, afflicted creature,

and it is a charity to take care of him."

The young Carpews were so far of the world worldly as to be

able to act upon this maternal counsel. The words " bearder "

and " afflicted " were equally hateful to them, and never passed

their lips. "Affliction" in that sense meant to their young
minds something revolting and horrible to look upon; and they,

would have walked miles to avoid meeting the boarder who
lived under the same roof with them.

All that these younger members of the family knew of the

unseen occupant was that he lived in a portion of the housq

that had been added by a former vicar, a man of sporting tastes

and of larger means than the present incumbent, a squire's son

from the Lake District, whose father owned a good deal of

property near Keswick, and who could afford to indulge himself

with a kennel of shooting dogs, a well-filled gun room, and as

many jovial bachelor friends as he cared to entertain in the

shooting season; altogether a very different type of man from
Ebenezer Carpew, who had struggled out of the dismal swamp
of Nonconformity into the loftier atmosphere of the Church oi

England, via Durham, and who had never recovered from th-j

effects of the struggle.

The wing added to the Vicarage early in the century by tho

bachelor parson, consisted of four good-sized rooms affording

ample accommodation for an afflicted gentleman, even if lie

were, as the neighbours insisted, a sprig of nobility. Four
rooms, locked off from the rest of the house, were reserved for

the unknown ; and it was the popular idea that the unknown,
was not right in his mind, and had been confided to Mr.

Carpew's care by his relatives ; not right, but not so wrong an

to render his residence in Mr. Carpew's house illegal.

St. Jude's Vicarage was so remote from civilisation—such a
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lonely and isolated nook along that bleak Cumbrian coast, that

questions which might have been asked in any other neighbour-

hood •were not asked here. The village of St. Jude was less

than a mile from Allan Bay, and while prosecuting her inquiries

among the little group of fishermen's cottages clustered on one

side of the bay, Lady Penrith heard of the mysterious inmate

of St. Jude's Vicarage, but beyond the mere fact of his existence,

her informant could tell her nothing.

" Nobody ever sees him," said a fisherman's wife, who was
aunt to the servant girl at the Vicarage. "Mr. and Mrs.

Carpew wait upon him theirselves, the girl told me ; take him
his food, and clean his rooms, and look after him. They're too

poor to keep a servant on purpose ; and the girl—it was my
own niece, Mary Martin—she was over two years at the

Vicarage, and never see him in all the time—said Mrs. Carpew
told her she was to hold her tongue, and say nothing about

him to nobody, and she didn't, except to me, and two or three

others as she'd known from a baby."
" What kind of man is Mr. Carpew ? " Lady Penrith asked,

thoughtfully.

" Well, your ladyship, he's what I should call a poor creature.

There's no grit in him—he's regular broke down with trouble

and care—all those hungry boys and girls to feed, and always

in debt to the butcher or baker. They say the living ain't

worth more than a hundred and seventy pounds a year, all told

—and there's nine in the family—the youngsters all growing

up and hearty—and a servant girl makes ten. Poor Mrs.

Carpew works her fingers to the bone sewing, and helping with

the housework. If ever there was a white slave she's one, poor

lady—but I think she's got more spirit than the Vicar, and

bears up better."

" Does nobody help them ?
"

"The farmers' wives, they helps a bit, with a couple o'

chicken now and then, or a pound or two of butter and a score

of eggs ; but that don't go far. There's no gentry near enough

to take any interest; and they're not like regular poor folks,

you see, my lady. They can't ask for help, or else I daresay

they would have asked up at the Castle, for it was the old lord

who gave Mr. Carpew the living, such as it is."
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"His lordship's father? That must have been a long

time ago."

"Yes, my lady, it must be nigh upon five-and -twenty years.

Mr. Carpew was tutor at the Castle before Lord Ardliston and

his brother went to college. Ah, he used to have fine times

then, poor gentleman ! His back was straight enough in those

days, and he was quite smart in his dress, and held himself ever

so high. Life was a'most all pleasure for him then. He used

to racket about at all the race-meetings in the neighbourhood

with the young lord and his brother. He's not as old a man as

you'd think, looking at him now, and I don't believe that he's

more than six or seven years older than Lord Penrith."

" And they were great friends, no doubt, he and his pupils ?
"

" Oh yes, they was very good friends ; him and Mr. Urquhart

in particular. His lordship was always high, my lady, even

when he was Lord Ardliston ; but Mr. Urquhart, he alius made
more free with folks, and he and Mr. Carpew was a good deal

about together. They say the Vicar was a great scholar in

those days. He'd been helped on at college because of his

talents, and people said the Earl was lucky to find such a man
in the neighbourhood, ready to his hand. Mr. Carpew's father

was a Dissenting miuister at Workington—a small tradesman

that had taken to preaching in a little chapel up a back lane

—

so you may suppose it wasn't no easy matter for him to send

his son to Durham College."

" How long has the person your niece spoke about been at

the "Vicarage?" asked Lady Penrith, after a thoughtful silence.

" Ah, that's more than I can say, my lady. I don't suppose

any one knows when he came there, or that any one see him
come, but he's been there a long while."

"Twenty years?"
" I can't say, my lady. It's four years or more since Mary

told me about him, and she was at the Vicarage going on for

three years, and he was there all the time, though she never

laid eves on him; and that's all I kuow."
" Do you think there is any one here or at St. Jude's who

knows more! about himV"
" ISo, I don't, my lady, for we've talked it over among our-

selves, here and up at St. Jude's, and if there'd been anything
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more to hear I should have heard it. They've kept it all very

close, the Carpewg have; but we all know that if the Yicar

didn't get a little money beyond his wage as parson him and

hiseu must have been famished."

When Coralie saw the pony-carriage disappear over the crest

of the hill Lady Penrith was on her way to St. Jude's, to make
a formal call at the Vicarage. That seemed the simplest

manner of approaching the Carpew mystery in the first place,

and she put a strain upon herself to suppress all signs of

agitation, and to appear with the manner of a person interested

only in a case of possible distress. The mysterious message

delivered to her on the moor was a sufficient excuse for pushing

her inquiries to the furthest limits, and as the wife of the

patron of the living she was at least entitled to respect from

the Vicar and his family. Indeed, her conscience smote her at

the thought that she had been living within a dozen miles of

genteel poverty such as this, and had done nothing to brighten

these poor people's lives.

Her first attempt was baffled by Mrs. Carpew's abject terror

of being discovered in her untidy parlour and her worse than

shabby gown. The Iceland ponies, neat little cart, and smart

groom had been visible to the Vicar's wife from the windows

of her bedroom, where she had been engaged the whole after-

noon, in a favourite species of occupation which she called a

good turn out, and which involved the emptying of drawers

and closets, old trunks and old bandboxes, and the piling up of

shabby raiment on the bed, a proceeding lengthened by the

minutest investigation of said raiment, and much discussion

with her eldest daughter—now old enough to be admitted to

the strictly feminine rites of the turn out—as to the pos-

sible rehabilitation of certain garments which had been put

by as hopeless, or the conversion of last year's finery to this

year's fashion—the fashion as known at St. Jude's, which

was two years behind London, and fifteen months behind

Edinburgh.

From an open window mother and daughter saw the Penrith

pony-carriage approaching.
" It's Lady Penrith," cried Miss Carpew. " I saw her driving

those ponies the last time I was at Ardliston. To think of her
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coming to call on us after all these years, and we not fit to be

seen. Do be quick, ma, and wash your face, and smooth your

hair. You look dreadful, and so do I," glaScing at her own
heated countenance in the cloudy glass on the littered dressing-

table.

" Gertrude, we can't see her !
" exclaimed Mrs. Carpew. " It's

out of the question. The boys are in the drawing-room. I

looked in just before I came upstairs. Luke and Jack were

playing double dummy, and Joe was washing Snapper in a tub

by the fire. He will wash that dog in the drawing-room. Eun
down to Sarah and say not at home."

" It seems a pity/' faltered Gertrude, lingering on the thres-

hold. "If we say not at home to-day she may never come
again. And she may have come to ask us to a party."

" Not she. What, after her being at the Castle off and on

nearly ten years? She's only come to bother about some of

the poor people, I daresay. Perhaps to comj)lain of something

—to find fault with your father for not going to see them when
they're ill—miles and miles on a winter night. Eun, Gerty, this

instant," cried the Yicar's wife, almost hysterically, as the grind-

ing of the wheels drew near upon the hard chalk road ;
—" as if

he could go out on cold nights, with his asthma," concluded

Mrs. Carpew grumblingly, to the empty air.

Gertrude rushed downstairs, three steps at a time, after her

manner, and reached the kitchen passage just as the groom
rang the bell.

" Xot at home—nobody at home," she gasped to the maid-of-

all-work. " Wipe your face as you go along the passage, do,

for goodness' sake. It's all over blacks."

Gerty dropped into a chair by the fire as the girl hurried out

—scrubbing her dirty face with an apron as dirty—and burst

into tears.

" How horrid it all is
!

" she moaned. " To be obliged to hide

from well-dressed people, as if one was a murderer. I wish

I was in one of the colonies where there are no fine ladies

—no pony-carriages—nothing to belittle one and make one

feel wretched. I wish I was dead—or married to Steve

Maltby."

Stephen Maltby was the son of a small tenant farmer, whose
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comfortable homestead Mrs. Carpew visited condescendingly,

and whose honourable advances to Miss Carpew had been flouted

by her parents.

" If you want to sink into the class out of which I raised

myself by the most strenuous toil, you had better marry
Stephen Maltby," said the Vicar severely.

Gertrude felt in her heart of hearts that she had better marry
Stephen, without any retrospective considerations; but she sub-

mitted as a dutiful daughter. Stephen was tall and good-
looking, but his hair was decidedly sandy ; and she was not so

much in love with him as to defy father and mother for his

sake. So she told herself that wretched as life was at the

Vicarage she did not want to lose caste, and to sink to the level

of a tenant-farmer's wife.

She heard the hall door shut, and the slow, slipshod feet of

Sarah returning along the passage. The Vicarage spread itself

over a good deal of ground, and the drawing-room where the

Vicar's sons were playing whist was at some distance from

those rooms which the sporting Vicar of fifty years before had
built on the east side of the house, abutting on a walled garden

of about an acre. This garden, with its fir trees and shrubberied

walk on one side, and its old apple trees, rose bushes, and
asparagus beds, on the other had been the pleasure and the

pride of the previous Vicar and his wife ; but Mrs. Carpew was
too harassed and hard drives by the stress of daily care to take

pride in anything, and Mr. Carpew seemed to have lost all

interest in life except a feeble concern as to what horse was
likely to win any great race, a subject he would discuss with

his sons or his neighbours, with a faint revival of human feeling.

For the rest he was like a man whose spirit had gone out of

him years before, and who only moved about automatically,

a mind-less, nerveless body.
" What did she say ? " asked Gerty, meeting Sarah at the

kitchen door.

" She seemed regular put out when I told her there wasn't

nobody at home. She asked first for the Vicar, and then for

Missus, and then was there any member of the family as she

could see, and I says no—you was every one of you out. And
then she asked when Master and Missus was likely to be at
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home, and I says to-morrow afternoon, for, thinks I, if Missus

knows beforehand she can redd up things a bij."

" Yes, yes, of course. That was very sensible of you, Sarah."

" And then she says she will come to-morrow, at about three

o'clock ; so now you know what you've got to do, Miss Gertrude,

and there mustn't be no washing dogs in the drawing-room."

"No, nor yet those horrid cards—as if the evening wasn't

long enough for whist, when they can have me and Lilian

instead of double dummy."
" Lady Penrith must have made up her mind to know us,"

mused the Vicar's daughter, as she ran up to her garret bedroom
to take a last look at her ladyship's pony-cart. " Perhaps she

has heard how hard it is for us to live here, without society,

and means to be our friend."

She opened her lattice and put her head out into the autumn
wind. There was no sign of the pony-cart, not even a cloud of

dust in the direction where she first looked, and then, sweeping

the landscape, her eyes descried groom and ponies stationed a

little way off, in the opposite direction, eastward, towards the

Scottish border, and, behold, the pony-cart was empty.

Gerty ran to another dormer at the east end of the house,

which commanded garden and common land beyond, and from

this look-out she beheld Lady Penrith standing far off, on the

steep heather-clad slope which rose outside the garden wall, evi-

dently looking at the house and its surroundings. Gerty watched
her for ten minutes or so, and saw her walking slowly about the

hillside, and looking from time to time at the Vicarage, while

Gerty, fearful of being seen at her post of observation, screened

herself behind the faded chintz curtaiu.

CHAPTER XXI.

coiialie's private journal.

It is three days since I sent my father the latest chapter in my
critical and exhaustive study of Lady Penrith, and I really

thought I liad done my work so carefully and so well as to

deserve praise even from him. But not ono word of acknow-
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ledgment liave I yet received, and if I had not taken the trouble

to register my little packet I might think that my manuscript

had gone astray. I have guarded against even this contingency,

for in the copy I made for paternal perusal I used ciphers

instead of proper names, enclosing a key to those ciphers in a

separate letter. My original journal I keep for my own amuse-

ment in days to come, when my life at Killander Castle will be

but a memory—a memory to prose about perhaps to girls who
will be as tired of me as I am of Lady Selina and her rambling

stories of her innumerable nieces and their splendours.

"My sisters all married well, and I might have married as

well as any of them," she explained to me yesterday. "The
newspaper people used to write about us as the beautiful

Mountfords, and at my age I needn't mind saying that though
I was the eldest I was by no means the plainest of the sisters."

Indeed she needn't mind, for there isn't a trace of that youth-

ful beauty left in her wrinkled old countenance; so she may
prate of the conquests of the Lady Selina of those days without

being accused of egotism.

I was home an hour earlier than Lady Penrith the day before

yesterday, and had the felicity of pouring out Lady Selina's tea,

a burden which was somewhat relieved by the Eeverend John's

appearance in the drawing-room. He had left the shooters on

the moors.
" You were tired of killing innocent little birds, I suppose,"

said I.

" No more tired than you are of eating them, Miss Urquhart,"

he answered.

This was rather crushing, as he had seen me demolish the

best part of a cold grouse at breakfast that morning.

"Oh, I am strictly utilitarian there," answered I; "when
once they are killed they may as well be eaten."

He looked round the room with a disappointed air, I

thought.
" What has become of Lady Penrith—not another headache,

I hope ? " he said.

" There was not nearly so much talk of headache when I was

a young woman," said Lady Selina.

I explained that my aunt had gone for a long solitary drive,
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and then, with my own hands, I carried that starched parson

his cup of tea, after I had put a sweet little Vernis-Martin table

by the side of his chair. I pampered him with cream and

muffin, until the primly pious creature looked up with a chilly

smile and said, "If I were a Mussulman this would be my idea

of Paradise, Miss Urquhart. A low, easy chair, and a nice young

lady to give me my tea."

" Tet, when you missed Lady Penrith just now you looked

round the room as if it were a blank," said I.

Would you believe it, my dear Letts, the creature blushed to

the roots of his nice wavy hair—like an iceberg crimsoned by

the setting sun ?

" Lady Penrith's absence must leave a blank wherever people

are accustomed to see her," he answered, as the blush faded,

leaving him in his usual iced-cucumber condition.

Trying to please a man of his temperament is like punish-

ment labour—the hardest form of human toil—with the con-

viction that it is all wasted effort. Yes, I think I would sooner

turn the crank than try to fascinate the reverend and honour-

able John. Yet plain women have achieved even greater

successes. I know of plain Peeresses—who had no money-bags

to counterbalance blunt features and dull complexions—plain

millionairesses, who have married millionaires on the strength

of being plump and comfortable looking. Let me remember

this, and go on trying. After all I have nothing else to do in

this fortress on the Marches except to watch Lady Penrith, and

it is in a woman's nature—especially a plain woman's—to try

hard for any great catch in the matrimonial line that circum-

stances may throw in her way.

Circumstances have thrown Mr. Coverdale in my way, and

I should be a fool not to do my uttermost to improve the

occasion.

No more rowdy talk in the billiard-room. I feel angry with

my father for having told me so much of the club smoke-room

slang. He never told me anything really bad, but just those

touch-and-go stories that give zest to conversation among men
and women of the world, yet which are of a kind to disgust

this High Church Puritan. I shall devote to-morrow morning

to fishing out the biographies of saints in the " Encyclopedia,"
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and in the evening I'll read Newman's " Apologia " or Monta-

lembert's " Monks of the West."

The mystery thickens. To you only, dear Letts, could I

confide my adventures of this afternoon. It has been a day of

surprises.

The first occurred at the breakfast-table, when Lady Penrith,

who is generally reticence itself about her own doings, thoughts,

and fancies, and who rarely initiates any conversation with

my uncle, began to talk to him about her drive of yesterday.

" I took the Icelanders further than usual," she said, " but

they did their work capitally. They are dear little things, and
I am very much obliged to you for them, Penrith."

The Iceland ponies are a recent present from my lord to my
lady—a kind of set-off against the thousand or so of her money
which he paid for the hire of a grouse moor in Argyleshire.

" I'm glad you like them," answered that human iceberg.

Curious to find two such men as my uncle Penrith and Mr.

Coverdale under one roof. Yet they wear their ice with a

difference. I suspect the parson of hidden fires, but I believe

his Lordship frozen to the core.

" I went as far as St. Jude's. I wanted very much to see the

Vicar's wife. I have heard a saddening account of their poverty.

However, there was no one at home, so I had my drive for

nothing."

Her manner of watching her husband's face as she said this

convinced me that there was some serious motive for her speech,

and that she was trying the effect of certain allusions upon his

Lordship.
" It was a pity you gave yourself the trouble," he answered

carelessly. "The Vicar of St. Jude's is no poorer than a

hundred other parish priests scattered about the country in

villages as solitary and wretched."
" The living is yours, I am told."

" Yes, the living is mine, but I can't make it any better than
it is. Carpew was very glad to get it when my father gave it

to him."
" He hoped it was only the beginning, I suppose. He could

hardly think it would be the end."
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" I believe it's his own fault that he's still at St. Jude's. He's

a lazy vagabond, who would rather vegetate than work. He
shirked all trouble, I remember, when he was my tutor ; though

he came to us with a great reputation for mathematics. He

was always glad to do as little work as possible, and Hubert

and I would have preferred doing none, so we were good friends.

He and Hubert were tremendous chums, indeed—for Hubert

always liked low company."
" Low company ! A famous mathematician !

" exclaimed my
aunt.

" Mathematics won't turn a cad into a gentleman," answered

my uncle, lifting his eyebrows. " His people were small shop-

keepers, Primitive Methodists, or something of that kind. The

poor wretch had struggled out of the mire—and now I suppose he

has slipped back into it. I have not seen him—to my knowledge

—for the last ten years."

" Do you know anything about his wife ? " asked my aunt,

still watchful of her husband's face.

"I remember hearing that she was the daughter of an

adjutant of a lino regiment, and by way of being immensely

genteel. Poor creature. Her gentility must have rusted and

mildewed in twenty years at St. Jude's."

" Have the Carpews been twenty years at St. Jude's ?
"

" More than twenty. My father gave him the living before

Cora was born. I remember my brother begging the berth for

him, and it was before Hubert's marriage."

Now this was one of the longest conversations I ever heard

between this lady and gentleman. They are always civil to

each other before company ; courteous even ; but it is the

rarest thing for them to talk to each other as if they had an
interest in common.

After luncheon, Lady Penrith again informed mo that she

was going for a long drive alone, and suggested the barouche

for her aunt and me. I was spared that infliction, as Lady
.Selina had acquired a fine cold in the head, ono of those colds

which inflict keener suffering upon the spectator than upon the

jiatient, and which I believe to be distinctly infectious, what-

ever doctors may say to the contrary. As she insisted upon
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nursing this loathsome complaint by the drawing-room fire I

deserted that room for the afternoon, and started for a long

walk, first with the idea of getting a glimpse of her ladyship's

Icelanders going or returning, and secondly because fresh air

and exercise will help me to maintain at least a clear complexion,

if not a beautiful one.

Now, my good Letts, comes surprise number two. I walked

across the moor to Ardliston, and in the long, straggling street

of that bleak wind-blown village, whom should I meet but my
very own father

!

Yes, my father, who has always expressed his hatred of

this part of the world, and has congratulated himself that while

his brother was born at the Castle, Berkeley Square had been

thought good enough for him, the younger son ; so that he was
not called upon to feel any affection for Cumberland as his

native soil. There in front of the Higginson Arms whom should

I see but that very father of mine

!

He did not seem particularly pleased to see me. Indeed, I

may say that his manner was strictly paternal.

" Come inside, Coralie; I want a few minutes' talk with you,"

said he, after his first curt greeting ; and then he led the way into

the inn—hotel, forsooth, on the signboard—and into a wretched

parlour, where the decorations comprised a magenta table-cover

that hurt my eyes after the cool, harmonious tints of the

autumnal sea and sky, a pair of cut-glass lustres on the mantel-

piece, and a fearful and wonderful composition in gaudily

coloured shells under a glass shade on the side-board.

" There isn't a chair in the room fit to sit in," said my father

with avindictive shove to an American-cloth-covered monstrosity,
into which he flung -himself, leaving me to perch where I

liked.

" Are you here for long ? " I asked.

" No. Possibly not more than twenty-four hours."
" Oh ! You received my manuscript, I suppose ? "

" Oh yes, that came to hand. You have the pen of a ready

writer, Cora. You ought to do something in literature, by-

and-by."
" And my manuscript brought you here, I suppose ? " said I,

ignoring the paternal praise.
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He did not condescend to answer.

"Lady Penrith drove through the place half an hour ago.

Do you know where she is going ? " he asked presently.

" I have a shrewd suspicion," said I ; and then I told him
of the conversation at the breakfast-table, watching his face

meanwhile as keenly as Lady Penrith watched her husband.

Whether my father is less master of himself than the Earl,

or whether he had more reason to be concerned, I know not,

but his countenance betrayed intense anxiety. He started out

of the odious, sticky chair, arid walked to the window, where he

stood looking into the street for some minutes.

"Curious, this sudden interest in the Carpews," said he,

after a loDg silence, and with a very poor attempt at careless

speech.

I should have given my father credit for being a better actor,

but I fear that pegs and late hours are beginning to tell upon
him. He has aged considerably since I left school, and looks

older than my uncle Penrith.

'"Yes, it is rather curious, ain't it
?
" I answered. " I believe

it all springs from her insane anxiety to trace that wretched

lunatic who accosted her on the moor. Can you conceive any

reason for this interest in a half-witted peasant ?
"

"Yes; the strongest of all reasons," he answered bitterly;

">she is a woman, and women love to make molehills into

mountains. Now, listen to me, Cora. I am here on business

—business of importance. You can understand that, as you

know I loathe the place, and am ill friends with my brother.

Xot a word about your having seen me here to any living

creature, gentle or simple. I shall vanish as suddenly as I

came. Last night's mail brought me; to-night's mail may
probably take me back to London. Go on with your journal.

It is capital practice for your pen. You are cultivating exactly

that pert pessimism which readers like nowadays. The task is

so good for you as a literary exercise that I won't even thank

you for doing it. Indeed, you ought to thank me for putting it

upon you to do."

" Bravo! " cried I ;
" that's an easy way of escaping the sense

of obligation."
'' Go on with your journal. Keep a strict watch upon her
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Ladyship. Don't be afraid of being diffuse. Note the smallest

details, and send me your report every day, or twice a day if

there is anything serious to report."

" There can be no further doubt as to my position," said I.

" This is secret police work."
" It is work that may save your father from a great danger,

and you from the risk of the disadvantages that his disgrace

must entail upon you," answered my father, sternly. " I won't

trifle with you any longer, Coralie. This is a matter of life and
death—life or death to reputation, I mean."

He was almost livid, and his lower lip worked in an agitated

way when he left off speaking.

There must be something very serious behind this anxiety.

I saw him wipe the beads of perspiration from his forehead,

though the room, with its wretched turf fire, felt damp and
chilly. There must be something very serious in my father's

past history—something which nearly touches Lady Penrith.

I am devoured with curiosity, yet dare not ask any questions of

any one about the past, lest I should excite suspicion and injure

him. He is my father, after all ; and, as he tells me, any discredit

to him must reflect discredit upon me.

I must be loyal to him, however disloyal I may be to my
uncle's wife.

"And now, good-bye to you, Cora," said my father, after

looking out of the window again for some minutes. " You'd

better get on with your walk. There's not a mortal in sight,

and you can slip out of the house without any one knowing
that you've been in it."

The parlour was close to the inn door. He just touched

my forehead with his hot, dry lips, and put me across the

threshold.

One o'clock. This habit of diary-writing grows upon me,

and I am shortening my hours of rest ; but what is the use of

beauty-sleep when one has no beauty ?
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CHAPTER XXII.

" SO WE BUT MEET NOT PART AGAIST."

Mrs. Caepew and her daughter toiled all the morning in the

expectation of their aristocratic visitor. They could have very

little help from Sarah, the maid-of-all-work, who had her hands

full with the every-day work of the family—scrubbing floors,

peeling potatoes, making beds, carrying water, cooking the poor

little bit of meat that had to be eked out with much plain

pudding and home-grown vegetables. All Sarah could do in

the cleaning of the drawing-room was to come with her worn-

out carpet-broom and sweep, raising such a mighty dust in the

process that it might have seemed almost wiser not to sweep.

When Sarah had swept, Mrs. Carpew and her daughter began

to tidy ; and tidying the Vicarage drawing-room was a work that

ought to have ranked almost as high as the labours of Hercules.

The mother went about the business in a desultory way, mur-
muring complaints against fate and her own children as she

worked. Were there ever such untidy boys— cards here,

dominoes there, pipes everywhere—and such pipes ! It made
her sick to touch them. What would her mother, whose
drawing-room, under the difficulties of barrack life, was always

refined and artistic, think if she could see such a room as this?
" But then my mother had only me," sighed Mrs. Carpew.
" Well, mother, I suppose you'd hardly like to see all of us

reduced to one girl," said Gertrude, who was working briskly

and steadily, cleaning corners, polishing the shabby old Chip-

pendale chairs that the Vicar had bought cheap at a farmhouse
auction, going for a mere song because of their old-fashioned

shape, before anybody in that remote world knew that such

chairs were things of beauty—shaking the dust out of the

window curtains, bringing the blacklead brush, and giving

an rxtra polish to the old iron grate. Gertrude stopped at

nothing that could improve the aspect of that shabby old

room.
" But it really don't seem much good doing anything unless

one could whitewash the ceiling and re-paper the walls," she

Q
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said, looking round despondingly, after nearly two hours' hard
work. " That odious paper was a triumph of ugliness to begin

with, and dirt hasn't improved it."

Mother and daughter dined sketchily at one o'clock with the

depressed father and the hungry lads and lasses, who reduced

the shoulder of mutton to so bare a bone that it promised badly

for a grill for the Vicar's breakfast—" especially if Sarah is to

dine off it," he remarked discontentedly.

Mrs. Carpew reassured him. Sarah was dining on a dum-
pling. Any scraps of meat served to make Sarah a dumpling.

The jounger girls were excited at the idea of Lady Penrith's

visit.

" Shall we see her ? " asked Lilian, who came next to Gertrude,

but was not considered " out."

"Certainly not," replied Gerty. "Look at your frock—
positively disgraceful.'"'

"Shall we see her, ma?" repeated Lilian, scorning the

sisterly reply.

"Of course not. You and Ethel have treated those nice

alpacas shamefully."

" They never were nice," grumbled Ethel. " They are the

most hideous frocks you could have chosen."
" What is all this about Lady Penrith ? " asked the Vicar,

looking up from his plate to join in the family talk, which he
usually ignored. " Is she coming here ?

"

" Yes ; at three o'clock this afternoon."
" What for ?

"

" Why, to pay us a visit, of course. I daresay she has heard
that Gertrude is growing up, and sympathises with our waut of

society."

" Gertrude has society enough when she is marching about
the place with Stephen Maltby," grumbled the Vicar. " Society,

forsooth. I'd swop the best society in Cumberland for a five-

pound note."

The sons laughed ; the daughters sat in dumb disgust. They
had inherited all their mother's longings and regrets ; had heard
thrilling stories of the gaiety of garrison towns, regimental
dances, archery meetings, a brilliant world in which their

mother's girlhood had been spent, a dazzling sphere inaccessible
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for them. Gertrude would have sacrificed five years of her life

for one garrison ball, if Mephistopheles had offered her the

opportunity.

"I can't understand Lady Penrith coming to this house,"

said the Yicar, with a troubled look. " She can want nothing

here but to pry and spy."

" I suppose you can't conceive the possibility of her wanting

to see ma and me," retorted his eldest daughter haughtily.
" No, I can't," answered the Vicar, with paternal candour.

Dinner concluded under a cloud, not a much heavier cloud

than usually enveloped the family meal—for there was seldom

a dinner that went from start to finish without trouble of some
kind, trouble about underdone meat or overdone meat, watery

vegetables, cold gravy ; trouble about insolent rejoinders from

the boys, possibly not meant to be insolent—Mrs. Carpew in-

sisted that in meaning they were as doves—which provoked

the father's wrath. Trouble, trouble, boiled and bubbled every

day in the cauldron of life at St. Jude's Vicarage.

To-day Gertrude sacrificed her share in the sloppy rice

pudding in order to make her toilette in good time for the

expected visit; and at a quarter to three Mrs. Carpew and
daughter were seated in the drawing-room, employed in some
genteelly useless needlework, and trying to look as if they sat

there every afternoon. The odour of dogs and tobacco had
been subjugated by widely opened windows, and the room was
really tidy. Sarah had been instructed as to the bringing of

afternoon tea, and urged to serve it with more style than she

had ever done for the farmers' wives.

" Suppose she doesn't come after all our trouble," speculated

Gerty, watching the road from the bow window.
" I couldn't suppose her guilty of anything so unladylike."
" Ob, well, I don't know. It would be just like our luck if

she didn't turn up, after all. Oh, there she comes. I can see

those heavenly ponies. Dear little things. I wonder if Sarah

has come downstairs ?
"

Gertrude ran to the kitchen to assure herself. Yes, Sarah

was thore, dressed as she was rarely dressed at that hour, in her

Sunday stuff gown, clean apron, and cap. And the tea-tray was

ready on the kitchen table, and there were tea-cakes baking.
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" She's coming ! Look sharp, Sarah," said Gerty, and then

flew back to the drawing-room, and took up her crewel work
once more.

" Lady Penrith," announced the maid-of-all-work.

How handsome, how graceful in form and movement; how
simply dressed. Gerty wondered at the plain cloth gown, whose

only merit was the perfection with which the severely-cut bodice

fitted the finely-proportioned figure. Only a rough brown cloth.

This mistress of many thousands a year was more plainly attired

than a farmer's wife in her Sunday gown. But Gerty felt in-

stinctively that the cloth gown and neat little felt hat were just

the right things for a country drive on a dull autumn day, and

she had the felicity later of seeing and even handling the long

sealskin coat which her ladyship had left in the hall.

" This is quite too kind of you, dear Lady Penrith," exclaimed

Mrs. Carpew, with a reminiscence of garrison manners. "It

is such a pleasure to my daughter and me to become acquainted

with you personally, after hearing your praises so perpetually."

" You are very good, and I am very glad to know you and
Miss Carpew," Sibyl replied graciously, and then, with an earnest

look and grave voice, she continued, "I must not sail under

false colours. I had a very serious purpose in coming here

to-day."

"A bazaar," thought the Vicar's wife, " and she wants us to

work for it. Just like these fine ladies. They never take any-

one up without a motive."

Mrs. Carpew was quite willing to be " taken up," if the price

to be paid were not too high.

" I want to enlist your sympathy for myself, and for one who
is very dear to me, and who is, I have reason to believe, a dweller

under this roof."

Mrs. Carpew started, flushed, and then slowly paled.

" I don't understand."
" You don't understand the link between me and the unfortu-

nate gentleman who lives under your charge," said Sibyl, looking

intently into the weak, commonplace countenance. " Pray be

frank with me. How long has he been with you ?
"

Mrs. Carpew hesitated, stammered an inaudible word or two,

in evident distress.



"So we but meet not part again? 229

"I really don't know," she faltered, after that embarrassed

pause. " I can't tell you anything about him. He is in my
husband's care. 1 never interfere. The Vicar took him—from
benevolent motives, I believe—to oblige an old friend. Of
course we are paid something for his maintenance—we are too

poor to dispense with payment—but not nearly so much as

would have to be paid anywhere else."

" To oblige an old friend," repeated Sibyl ;
" yes, that is just

as I thought. But, think, now, Mrs. Carpew—you must remem-
ber how long he has been here?

"

" Indeed, Lady Penrith, I do not. One year is so like another

in this dull place."

" But you can surely fix the date of an important event like

that—a stranger coming under your roof. And then you have

a living calendar in your children—their ages would tell you."
" I remember, ma," interjected Gertrude, who had listened

with keenest curiosity, and who rushed into the conversation,

unconscious of her mother's frowns. " It was the year Bobby
was born. You hadn't left your room—he was a tiny, tiny baby

—ar.d one day old nurse Bond told me there'd been a fine to-do,

and two gentlemen had arrived early in the morning—they must

have come by sea, she thought—for one of them was wet through,

and his coat dripped sea water. He wasn't right in his mind,

and he was to stay."

" It was a stormy morning? " suggested Sibyl.

" Yes, it was a stormy morning, Nurse Bond had to light a

fire and get dry clothes for the gentleman who stayed—she told

me all about it when she came to the nursery at breakfast time,"

added Gertrude eagerly, and then for the first time became aware

of her mother's warning scowl.

What had she done? Mischief, perhaps. She had been

expressly forbidden to talk of the mysterious boarder. Her

mother's white face and distracted look smote her with sudden

terror.

" Mrs. Carpew, I appeal to you as woman to woman," said

Sibyl, with clasped hands, and a voice that thrilled both

listeners, such depth of earnestness was in its tone. " Let me
see this person. He may not be the person I think, but if he

is I would sacrifice half my fortune to look upon his face again,
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and to give him help and comfort in his affliction. You shall

be no losers, you and your husband, for doing me that kindness.

You shall, indeed, be greatly the gainers. You know that I am
rich, and you may suppose I would not count the cost where

'—where my affection was concerned. I firmly believe that the

person in your care is a kinsman of mine, one whom I loved

years ago, before Lord Penrith asked me to be his wife. I am
quite frank with you. I keep nothing back from you or from

your daughter, for I can see that she sympathises with me."

"Indeed I do," interjected Gertrude.
" And I don't think you can refuse me your sympathy. Let

me see him, if only for five minutes, and then, among us all, the

Vicar, and you, and I, we may arrange some plan for making
his life happier. Only let me see him ; let me be sure he is the

man I am looking for."

"What could possibly make you suppose that he is your

relation, Lady Penrith ? " Mrs. Carpew asked, her countenance

expressing a conflict of ideas in a brain that afforded very little

room for the struggle.

"A letter in his own hand."

"A letter. How could he send a letter? He has not written

to anybody for years. He has no messenger."
" He has written to me ; he has found a messenger," answered

Sibyl, " out of the depths—out of the depths," she repeated to

herself. "Woman, for God's sake, show that you have a

woman's heart," she cried passionately, losing all patience with

the flabby creature before her.

" Yes, ma, do. If you've any more feeling in you than a bran

pincushion," put in Gerty, indignantly.
" It is such a small thing that I am asking. Only to see him

for a few minutes."

The tears were streaming down Sibyl's pale cheeks. Gertrude

with difficulty refrained from hitting her mother.
" It is not a small thing. It is a very big thing. No one is

allowed to see him—not even my own children. I appeal to

Gertrude."

"Don't appeal to me. I hate you," cried her rebellious

daughter.
" If I wished ever so—and indeed, dear Lady Penrith, I do
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sympathise with you—I couldn't let you see hini. That part

of the house—he has quite the best rooms in the Vicarage—is

locked off, and the Vicar keeps the key. It would be impossible,

if I wished ever so—and I do wish "

"For gracious sake don't go on rambling like that," cried

Gerty. " You can ask pa, I suppose. If he does keep the door

locked he can give you the key. He's not a Bluebeard."
" Yes, yes, I can ask him," faltered Mrs. Carpew, as if catch-

ing at an escape from present perplexity. "I will ask him,

Lady Penrith. You may be sure I will do all in my power to

accomplish what you wish. But, indeed, I believe you are

labouring under a delusion. In the (irst place our poor friend

could not possibly have communicated witli you."

" I tell you he has communicated with me. Mrs. Carpew, for

pity's sake don't beat about the bush. You say you will ask

your husband. Go and ask him—or bring him here and let me
plead my own cause. I feel assured he will hear reason."

" He is out," answered Mrs. Carpew.
" Are you sure of that ?

"

" Quite sure. I saw him go out—half an hour ago."

The latter part of the speech was a falsehood. Mrs. Carpew
had seen her husband creeping past the bow window, with

furtive glances at the occupants of the drawing-room, only five

minutes before, and she knew that the Vicar had been, in her

domestic language, " on the listen."

The Vicar might be " on the listen " still, perhaps, outside

the drawing-room door. In any case it would not do for his

wife to compromise him. There must be time for consideration.

She hoped that he would see his way to serving Lady Penrith

rather than that other person who rewarded them so scantily

for watchful care and service. She hoped, but she felt that

extreme caution was necessary upon her part.

"How long will he be out?" asked Sibyl, impatiently. "I
can wait."

u He is so very uncertain," answered Mrs. Carpew, with a

warning look at her daughter. " He may bo away for hours.

This is such an immense parish—so poor and so few people,

but stretching over such a lot of ground. He may have gone

to one of the furthest farmhouses ; and he is a slow walker."
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At tbis point the tea-tray bumped against the door, which

•was opened rather awkwardly by the bearer of the tray. Sarah

sailed in, and began to spread a very smart tea-cloth—an unsold

item in a sale of work for parochial purposes, which had lapsed

as a perquisite to the Vicar's wife.

"I will wait," said Lady Penrith. "Perhaps you would

Idndly put up my ponies for an hour or so."

" I am so sorry," apologised Mrs. Carpew. " We have only

a two-stall stable, and as we keep no conveyance, the boys

have filled both stalls with their rabbit hutches "

" And the stable smells—too dreadful," ejaculated Gerty.

" Never mind, I see the groom has put their rugs on," said

Lady Penrith, who had been looking out of tho window; "and
they are very hardy. I should like to wait for the Vicar's

return, Mrs. Carpew, if I am not in your way ?
"

" In my way, dear Lady Penrith ? How can you suggest

such a thing?" exclaimed the Vicar's wife, her garrison manner
struggling with mental agonies.

Gertrude, who had heard that it was the right thing for the

daughter of the house to pour out the tea, had seated herself

at the tray, a position she was wont to seize on state occasions,

in defiance of her mother.

"I'll slip out and inquire if the Vicar has left word where

he has gone," said Mrs. Carpew, making for the door. " Perhaps

he may not have gone to any of his distant parishioners

after all."

She had disappeared from the drawing-room before anyone

could reply. She hurried along a passage—looked into the

Vicar's den. It was empty. She crossed a lobby, went up
three steps, and knocked at the door which divided the

new wing from the original building. It was an additional

door, which had been put there within the last ten years—

a

heavy door, covered with green baize, shutting with a steel

spring.

She knocked twice before the door was opened by the Vicar
himself.

" Well, has she gone? "

"No. She is waiting for you. Oh, there has been such a

scene. I feel so sorry for her."
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And then, standing just within the green baize door, Mrs.

Carpew related her conversation with Lady Penrith.

" Cream—and sugar ? " inquired Gertrude, smiling across the

table at her guest, as she poured out the tea.

Sibyl was too agitated to answer the trivial question.

" Now we are alone let me thank you for your sympathy,"

she said. " I know you are a kind, warm-hearted girl, and if

you will help me—as I feel sure you can—you shall find that

I am not ungrateful. You—well, you shall have something

better than rabbits in your stable."

"Oh, please, please don't think me mercenary; don't think

that I am influenced by the idea of your money or your rank.

Indeed, I am not so paltry-minded as that, Lady Penrith. I

should be just as sorry for you if you were as poor as ma and

pa. But I'm afraid there's nothing I can do to help you—nor

ma either. Ma is the most helpless person I know. She's

just under pa's thumb. If he were to tell her to shut us

all up in an attic and feed us on bread and water, she'd

do it. She'd be very sorry for us, and she'd go about the

house crying all day, but she'd give way to pa. She hasn't

any backbone. That's what Stephen says of her, 'No back-

bone.'
"

" Stephen is your sweetheart perhaps," speculated Sibyl.

" He wants to be, but he's not allowed. His people are only

small tenant farmers, like the Martins in Miss Austen's ' Emma

'

—and pa and ma say I should lose caste. Of course, I don't

want to lose caste, but the Maltbys are ever so much better

off than we are, and live in a sweet old house, and keep a

gardener, and a boy to look after the stable, and a Whitechapel

cart, and have everything about them as neat as a new pin,

and here everything is wretched, and pa is trying enough to

break the spirit of the whole family."

Sad and agitated as she was, Lady Penrith could not refrain

from a faint smile at the idea of Mrs. Carpew's daughter losing

caste by marrying a farmer.

" I don't want to suggest disobedience, Miss Carpew, but if

this Mr. Maltby is a good young man, I think your father

should reconsider his decision."
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" He is good—as good as gold ; but please don't think I care

much about him."
" Well, you will give me your confidence another day, per-

haps, when I am happier; and now tell me, have you never

seen the gentleman who lives in those shut-off rooms ?
"

" Never."
" That's very strange. Surely he goes out into the air some-

times, if not every day."

" I believe he sometimes walks in the garden at the east end

of the house—a walled garden, with a row of fir trees inside

the wall. We can't see into it from any of our windows. No,

strange as it may seem, I have never seen him. He might be

the man in the iron mask for anything I know about him."

Mrs. Carpew reappeared at this moment, and informed Lady
Penrith, with polite regrets, that the Vicar had gone out an

hour ago, and that he had left word that he might not be home
till late in the evening. He had gone to one of the furthest

cottages in his parish.

" Then you think there would be no use in my waiting for

Mm? "said Sibyl.

" No use—delightful as it is to Gertrude and me to see you

here. But I hope you'll at least stop for a second cup of tea."

" Thank you, no. I have a long drive home. I am very

glad to have made your acquaintance, and your daughter's.

But I must see the Vicar without an hour's avoidable delay.

Will you ask him to be kind enough to stop at home to-morrow

morning ? I will drive here directly after breakfast."

" I am sure he'll be charmed to see you."

"And willing to grant my request, I hope. I shall think

it very strange if he refuses," said Lady Penrith, with a touch

of sternness.

" I think you rather overdid it, ma," said Gerty, when the

visitor had been escorted to her carriage, and had driven away.
" What do you mean, Miss, by overdoing? "

" About pa and the furthest cottage. It's very odd if Lady
Penrith didn't see hirn walk past the window while she was
talkinc."
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CHAPTER XXIII.

"fancies that might be, facts that are."

Lady Peneith was again missing at afternoon tea, and again

John Coverdale looked round the drawing-room with a counte-

nance expressive of blank disappointment. He had not been

with the shooters, who had just returned, and who were having

a substantial egg and toast tea in the breakfast-room. He
came to the drawing-room from a long afternoon's reading in

the almost unused library—a spacious' apartment, which had
once been an armoury, and in which three great carved oak

bookcases, filled with eighteenth-century literature—books which

nobody ever looked at—represented culture at Killander Castle.

He came for rest and relaxation in society which was always

delightful to him, and missing that one gracious figure in his

survey of the drawing-room, his disappointment was no less

obvious than it had been yesterday.

Coralie looked at him sharply with her bright grey eyes.

She was beginning to entertain very unpleasant suspicions

about Mr. Coverdale.
" No, she hasn't come home from her solitary drive," she said,

answering his look. " My aunt is getting quite dissipated,

ain't she? Those ponies are spoiling her orderly habits."

" She ought not to be out after five o'clock on such an after-

noon as this," remarked Lady Selina. " I don't understand

this passion for long drives."

" I have no doubt Lady Penrith has gone upon some kindly

errand," protested Mr. Coverdale, seating himself near the great

Tudor window, from which he could watch the drive.

The landscape was darkening without, and the room was
darkening within. In a few minutes the servants would be

coming with lamps, and curtains would be drawn, to shut out

land and sky.

Coralie poured out the tea, and waited upon Lady Selina and
Mr. Coverdale. The lady gave her plenty of work, took two
cups and a half of tea, and played havoc with a dish of hot
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currant cake ; but the gentleman let his tea grow cold while he
sat silently musing by the window.

" Ain't you cold over there, Mr. Coverdale, so far from the

fire ? " asked Cora.

" Thank you, no," he answered, with a start.

" And you haven't touched your tea. Let me give you a

fresh cup."
" You are very kind. It really doesn't matter."

The lamps were brought in. The curtains shut out sky and

moor. It was night now—or it seemed night Mr. Coverdale

rose with a sigh

—

" I'll take a turn on the terrace," he said. " You keep this

room rather too warm for me, ladies, with your splendid wood
fires."

" Yes, it's rather too like the tropical house at Kew," agreed

Coralie. " I'll go with you."

He smiled resignedly, and made way for her to pass out of

the door before him. However much a man may wish to be

alone with his own thoughts, he can't say so when a lady

—

charming or otherwise—volunteers her society.

They went to the gravel walk in front of the Castle, a walk

which commanded the carriage sweep. They walked up and

down briskly under the grey autumn sky ; but Mr. Coverdale

was no more conversational here than he had been in the

drawing-room. In vain did Coralie start subjects which usually

interested him. He answered absently, or did not answer at all.

" What a dreamer you are," she exclaimed at last.

" A man must dream, however futile some of his dreams

may be," he answered quietly. "Ah, there is her ladyship's

carriage."

" What a quick ear you have."

" Don't you hear it ?
"

"Yes, I can hear it now; but I didn't when you spoke.

I had not been listening so intently as you," added Cora,

significantly.

He did not notice the insinuation, but walked quickly towards

the carriage sweep, and was standing at the foot of the stone

steps ready to help Lady Penrith out of her carriage when it

stopped.



"Fancies that might be, Facts that are." 237

" I am -very late," she said, apologetically, " but I have been

a long way.''

" And you must be expiring for want of your tea," exclaimed

Cora. "Do come into the warm drawing-room and let me
minister to you."

" No, thank you, Cora. I have had tea, and am very warm
in this fur coat. Mr. Coverdale, would you mind taking a turn

on the terrace with me before we go indoors ? I want a little

serious talk with you."

Coralie stared aghast. With her growing suspicions about

John Coverdale, this seemed extraordinary conduct on her

aunt's part.

" And I should be in the way if I stayed," she said pertly.

" For this one occasion, yes, Cora."

"Then I retire, as gracefully as I can. But I hope you'll

change your mind, aunt, and let me order some fresh tea to be

ready when you come indoors."

"Please no. Don't trouble about me. I shall go straight to

my room."

Lady Penrith and Mr. Coverdale walked nearly to the end of

the terrace before the silence was broken. And then Sibyl

opened her heart to this Anglican priest, fearlessly, and told

him the story of those eventful months before Lord Penrith

appeared upon the scene as her suitor. " I know you are the

soul of honour," she said, " and you are a priest. I can confide

in you. I can ask you to help me, as I dare not ask my
husband—although all that I am telling you to-night is known
to him—all except the events of the last month, of which he
knows nothing. You will help me, won't you, Mr. Coverdale?

"

" With all my heart and mind," he answered, with an earnest-

ness which she could not mistake.

She told him every detail of that night in the village gaol

;

how she had allowed Urquhart to act upon her fears, and how
she had urged Brandon Mountford to escape.

" Was I wrong? " she said. " Was I his enemy rather than
his friend ?

"

" In my view of the case he should have stayed to face his

accusers. lie should not have allowed himself to be persuaded."

"Ob, it was my fault. I was made to believe that I was
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saving him from death, or, at the least, from life-long misery

and shame. And I sent him to his death, or—or to wretchedness

worse than death."

And then she told him of that pencil scrawl, and her inter-

pretation of it, and of the scene with the Vicar's wife and
daughter that afternoon.

That this unknown inmate of the Vicarage was Brandon
Mountford seemed to Mr. Coverdale the wildest and most
romantic of fancies. On the other hand, that pencilled appeal

in a handwriting which Lady Penrith recognised as Mountford's

had to be accounted for; and then place and time agreed. The
stormy sea, the coming of the unknown lodger in the early

morning, the hidden life, with its studied seclusion, these facts

pointed to some guilty secret, and any man to whom these facts

became known was bound in honour to investigate them.

Had John Coverdale lighted upon such a mystery in his own
parish he would not have rested till he had unearthed the evil

doers. His mission was to carry light into dark places.

" You may be mistaken as to the identity of this person,"

he said, after a thoughtful pause, " but there can be no doubt

it is a case for investigation. I have heard something of Mr.

Carpew's character and antecedents which makes me inclined

to think he might lend himself to a villainous scheme, if it were

made worth his while."
" I am going to St. Jude's to-morrow, directly after breakfast.

Will you go with me, Mr. Coverdale ?
"

" Certainly. It is the very thing I was going to propose.

Let me be with you, and it shall go hard if we don't succeed in

seeing this poor gentleman."
" Yes, yes, with your help I must succeed. How good you

are."

" Good, when it is such happiness to serve you."

She did not notice the earnestness of his tone in that one

instant of self-betrayal, did not notice how the cold, grave

manner changed suddenly to warmest feeling, only to lapse

again into that thoughtful calm which was his distinguishing

characteristic.

" With you at my side I shall be strong," she said. " I felt

so weak and helpless to-day, so easily baffled by that shifty
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woman. I did not know what I ought to do—whether I ought

to insist upon waiting for her husband's return. It seemed

so feeble in me to leave that house, convinced as I was that

Brandon was there, so near me, and in such bitter need of me.

But you can help him. You can release him from bondage,

They won't be able to trick you."

" There is one thing to be remembered, Lady Penrith. A
terrible accusation hangs over this man's head—if he is the

man you think—and for him to reappear in the neighbourhood

will be to re-open that old story."

" Let it be re-opened. I would risk that. Let him face the

accusation, as he would have done in the beginning, but for me.

I know that he was innocent—that it was another hand that

killed my adopted sister."

" Whom do you suspect ?
"

"I cannot tell you yet. I may trust you even with that

suspicion by-and-by. No, I would not fear for Brandon to face

his accusers. New evidence would come to light perhaps—if

the history of that night were gone into coldly, quietly, the

facts sifted and weighed as they could not be a few hours after

the tragedy, when every one was bewildered with the horror of

that poor girl's death. I know that he was innocent."

" And if he is living hidden in St. Jude's Vicarage you would

risk the consequences of removing him—the almost inevitable

re-opening of the enquiry ?
"

" Yes, I would risk that."

" So be it, Lady Penrith. Then you and I will tackle the

Yicar to-morrow morning, or if he be out of the way when we
call, we will make things so unpleasant for him that he won't be

able to evade us very long."

" You think he may not see us to-morrow ?
"

"I think—if he is the scoundrel you believe him to be—he

may find some excuse for not receiving us."

Sibyl breathed a despairing sigh.

" Oh, how difficult it is to right a wrong," she exclaimed.

Lady Penrith and Mr. Coverdalo drove away from the Castle

before ten o'clock next morning in the lady's barouche, with a

pair of horses that made light work of distance or of hilly
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roads. The shooters had set out before the barouche drove up
to the front of the Castle; and there were only Lady Selina

and Miss Urquhart at home to wonder at this strange pro-

ceeding.

Coralie ran out to the steps to watch the departure.
" Oh, what a delicious morning," she cried. " How fresh and

crisp the air feels," and then, as with a sudden impulse, " Do
let me go with you, Aunt."

" Not to-day, Cora. I am taking Mr. Coverdale to see some
poor people. You would only be bored."

" No, no, I wouldn't. I am positively longing for a drive."

" Then gratify your longing. You have not driven your own
particular pony for ever so long."

"I hate driving myself. I like to enjoy the air, and the

landscape."
" Then get a groom to drive you," said Sibyl curtly, and the

barouche drove off, leaving Cora standing at the top of the steps

•discomfited.

" Now, what in the name of all that's ridiculous, does this

mean ? " she asked herself. " Can it be that the sage, the

calm, the ineffable Lady Penrith is carrying on a flirtation

with this pious parson, under all our noses ? I know that he

is in love with her. The creature has not even the art to

conceal his emotions."

She ran upstairs to her own cosy den, and wrote her account

of Lady Penrith's strange conduct of this morning, for transmis-

sion to Jermyn Street. All compunction that she had felt in

the beginning, when the office of spy was first proposed to her,

had died out of her crooked little mind. And now that Lady
Penrith's influence was spoiling her chances of a gieat match,

gratitude to the benefactress who had redeemed her from

bondage was a thing of the past.

" What frauds these icily-beautiful women are," she said to

herself, as she folded the closely-written sheet which had occu-

pied her for nearly an hour. And then, opening her secret

volume, she relieved her mind by scribbling ideas and feelings

which she would have imparted to no living confidante.

Life at the Castle was growing lonelier and duller. The
smart soldier who frankly admired her sharp sayings and gave
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her a nightly lesson in billiards was to leave that afternoon, and

a Keswick squire had left the day before. The house party after

to-day's luncheon would be reduced to Lady iSelina and Mr.

Coverdale, whose holiday from parish cares was being stretched

longer than he had intended.

His parish was at the East End of London, where he lived a

life which would have been self-sacrifice for the son of the

poorest commoner, and where he was generally known to all

the over-worked mothers and all the dirty little children as

Father Coverdale.

CHAPTER XXIV.

THE VICAR OF ST. JUDE's.

Yes, the Vicar was at home. Sarah ushered Lady Penrith and

Mr. Coverdale into the drawing-room, and went to fetch her

master, who kept them waiting some minutes before he came.

A pallid, miserable-looking creature when he did appear ; a

man with careworn face and bent shoulders, and those furtive

glances which the parish priest had seen in many faces, whose
meaning he knew only too well. He knew when he saw those

shifty, down-looking eyes that he had to deal with a difficult

subject. He had never been able to do much good with any

man who had that kind of look.

He went straight to the object of their visit, after briefly

introducing himself.

" Lady Penrith is very anxious to see the invalid gentleman

in your care," he said. " I hope you will make no difficulty

about the matter."
" I regret that it is out of my power to gratify her ladyship's

wish. The gentleman left me, in the custody of a friend, early

this morning."
" Left you—left this house after ten years of imprisonment,"

cried Sibyl. " I don't believe it."

"That remark is hardly civil on your ladyship's part. You

have no right to use the word imprisonment in relation to a

R
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sufferer who was entrusted, for his own comfort and safety, to

my care—nor have you any right to doubt my assertion."

The words were firm, but the voice was tremulous, and the

manner was as bad as it could be.

" How and why was this inmate of the Vicarage removed, Mr.

Carpew ? " asked Coverdale.

" I really cannot gratify your curiosity so far as to say why
he was removed. That is the business of the friend who
removed him. I can tell you how he left this house—in a fly,

ordered from Ardliston. My responsibility ceased from the

moment he crossed my threshold."

" Your responsibility before God will never cease," exclaimed

Sibyl passionately. " You have played a sordid and wicked

part—you have lent yourself to the scheme of a villain. The
friend you talk of—the friend—oh, what a friend— is Hubert

Urquhart, who wove a web of treachery round Brandon Mount-
ford's life."

" Lady Penrith, pray, pray be calm," pleaded Coverdale.

" I cannot—I cannot be calm when I see to what a cruel plot

this man has lent himself. But I don't believe his victim has

been removed—he is still under this roof, and we are not to be

put off with lies."

" Lady Penrith, you seem to take pleasure in insulting me.

Perhaps you would like to see the empty rooms—they are very

untidy—but their emptiness may remove your doubts."
" Yes, let me see the rooms—his prison of all these years."

The Vicar took no further notice of the obnoxious word, but

quietly led the way from the drawing-room to the long dark

passage which went between the dining-room and kitchen to

the east end of the Vicarage, and there ended in an ascent of

three steps and a baize-covered door. The Vicar opened this

door and ushered his visitors into an empty room—a sitting-

room, sparsely furnished, like the rest of the house, but by no
means a bad room, light enough and airy enough, with a French
window opening into that walled garden, of which Gertrude
Carpew had spoken. A door opened into an adjoining bed-
room, where the iron bedstead and shabby furniture were about
on a level with the accommodation of third-rate lodgings at a
popular watering-place.
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A charwoman was busy clearing up litter and sweeping out

corners. There were a few books on a chiffonier, and a pile of

old newspapers on a side table.

Sibyl took up the books one after another and examined them.

They all belonged to the Vicar, and most of them had his name
written in them. Shakespeare, Macaulay, Byron, Thackeray,

Pope, Milton. The Milton, the Pope, and the Macaulay were

college prizes ; but the calf bindings were shabby with much
usage.

" There are two more rooms above, if you would like to see

them ? " said the Vicar.

"Yes, I should like to see them," answered Sibyl curtly.

" They are quite empty—they have never been furnished—but

if it gratifies you "

A shrug of the bent shoulders finished the sentence, and
Mr. Carpew led the way by a narrow essentially modern stair-

case to the floor above, which was as blank and bare as he

had asserted.

" He is gone, you see," he said.

" How do we know that you have not hidden him in some
other part of your house ?

"

'You are at liberty to examine my house from cellar to

garret."

" No, no," interposed Coverdale, " we have no wish to doubt

your word, Vicar. I have not, nor I am sure has Lady Penrith,

though she spoke hastily just now in her disappointment. You
must admit that it is a strange and perplexing fact that after

inhabiting this house for ten years
"

"Who says that he was hers so long as that?" exclaimed

Mr. Carpew.
" I say so," answered Sibyl, resolutely. " I say that he was

brought to this house during the storm that wrecked the

Mary Jane fishing smack, the morning after my foster sister's

murder. Ho was brought here by your old pupil, Hubert

Urquhart, and ho has been spirited away by the same man, to

prevent my seeing him. He has been robbed of liberty—per-

haps of reason—by that man, for his own ends."

" My dear Lady Penrith, consider how wild and improbable

these charges are."
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"Answer me one question. Did Mr. Urquhart bring yon

your lodger, or did he not ?
"

" I cannot answer any such question. Tour ladyship must

understand that there are many cases in which the friends of

an afflicted person desire the utmost secrecy."

" Mr. Carpew, are you a clergyman of the Church of England

or the keeper of a lunatic asylum ? " demanded John Coverdale,

with a severity which shook the Vicar's shattered nerves. " If

the gentleman whom you kept shut up in these rooms was out

of his mind you were guilty of a breach of the law in keeping

him here, and the fact ought to be brought before your

Bishop."

"You are in a great hurry to misjudge one of your own
cloth, Mr. Coverdale. A man may be helpless and afflicted

without being a lunatic. The person who occupied these rooms
was not a lunatic ; but he was in more need of care and privacy

than many lunatics."

" He was an epileptic patient," said Sibyl, white to the lips

with anger; "a patient for whom open air and movement,

change of climate and scene, were essential—a man who should

have been roaming the sea in a yacht, or wandering amidst

wild, beautiful scenes, free and unharassed. To keep him in

this squalid hole," looking at the square, shabby parlour with

eyes accustomed to the lofty spaciousness of Killander Castlo

and Ellerslie House, " to keep him in such rooms as these

—

in that dreary, sunless garden—was to murder body and soul.

And you, sir, are guilty of murder—you who call yourself a

clergyman of the Church of England. But your Bishop shall

know of your infamous conduct—you shall be punished "

" Dear Lady Penrith, for God's sake be calm," remonstrated

Coverdale, strongly moved by her passionate outburst.

She flung herself sobbing upon his shoulder, instinctively

clinging to him, to save herself from falling to the ground. He
could feel the stormy beating of her heart as his arm supported
her—an arm held as King Arthur might have held his in a

similar crisis. Never before had this woman—his ideal among
all women—been so near his heart. So near, and yet worlds
away! Alas, how fondly she must have loved that unhappy
man! How much that old story meant in her life.
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" Pray be calm," he repeated ;
" we have no right to jump

at conclusions. After all, you may be mistaken as to the

person who occupied these rooms. I have no doubt," with a

propitiatory glance at the Vicar, " Mr. Carpew will be good

enough to tell us the name of his charge, and where he has

gone, and with whom. And then you will bo satisfied and at

ease again."

" I decline to tell anything, or to answer any question put

to me by you, Mr. Coverdale. I have been attacked in a most

outrageous manner in my own house. This is a free country,

and I have done nothing in violation of the law. This wretched

living was given to me by the late Earl, so I suppose I must

endure any amount of contumely from Lady Penrith, bat I

will not submit to insult from you."

"I understand, then, that you positively decline to satisfy

Lady Penrith's doubts by giving her the fullest information

in your power about the person so lately under your care ?
"

asked Coverdale.

" I most distinctly refuse to be interrogated about my private

and domestic life—even by Lady Penrith," replied the Vicar,

doggedly.

" In that case, we must take stronger measures. Come, Lady
Penrith, we are only wasting time here. I wish you good-day,

Vicar."

The Vicar's sullen reply was only half-audible. He led the

way back to the hall, and Lady Penrith returned to her carriage,

attended by John Coverdale.

" There can be no doubt," she said, as they drove off. "If
I had doubted before, I am certain of the fact now. They
have smuggled him away between them, to some still more
wretched hiding-place. Hubert Urquhart and that man : '

" Stop
!

" cried Mr. Coverdale to the coachman. " There is

someone running after the carriage—a young lady. She came
out of that field."

The horses were pulled up about a hundred yards beyond
the field gate, and Gertrude Carpew ran to the carriage

door.

"I have been watching for you over so long, Lady Penrith,'*

she said. " I supposo it's awfully wicked for a girl to hate
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her father, but I can't help hating mine for the cruel trick he

has played upon you—after what happened yesterday afternoon.

He swore it was all arranged before you came to the Vicarage—
that it was settled for the poor gentleman to leave us. But,

if it was, Ma knew nothing about it."

" My dear Miss Carpew, pray tell me exactly, as clearly as

you can, all that happened since I saw you," Lady Penrith

said eagerly ; and then turning to Coverdale she added, " This

young lady is the Vicar's daughter, and she sympathises witb

me in the kindest way."

"Who could help sympathising with you? Poor Ma was
crying all the evening. She and Pa had a long talk, and I

know they had high words, for Pa was horribly cross to all

of us at supper; and directly after supper he walked out of

the house."
" Does he often go out so late as that ? " asked Mr. Coverdale.
" Not once in a blue moon. It was past ten, and dark as

pitch; and it was midnight before he came home. I heard

him let himself in with his latchkey, for I was too miserable

to go to sleep easily; and I was awake very early in the

morning, and I heard a good deal of bustle and moving about

downstairs. I lay listening, half awake and half asleep, and

then not long after the clock on the stairs struck seven I heard

-a carriage drive to the door. And I got up and looked out of

the window, and could just see father and another man huddling

someone wrapped in a cloak into a fly."

" Could you see what the other man was like ?
"

" Tall and slight, that was all I could make out. They were
very quick. Father and the stranger both got into the fly,

and it drove off directly they were in. When I came down to

breakfast mother was looking awfully miserable, but she

wouldn't tell me anything. She's too completely under father's

thumb to trust any of us. We'd finished breakfast before father

came home in the fly—alone."

"Did he say nothing as to where he had been ?
"

"Not a word. He was crustier than usual, and sent us all

out of the room before he began breakfast. As a rule he takes
very little breakfast, and wonders at us for being able to eat so
early in the day. I am so sorry you should be disappointed
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L?.dy Penrith; but perhaps after all, the gentleman who left

lis this morning isn't the person you think." . ,

"I am more than ever convinced that he is that person,"

answered Sibyl. "You are a kind, true-hearted girl, Miss

Carpew, and I rely on you to help me with any further informa-

tion you may be able to obtain—any circumstance that may
give a clue to the place where my poor friend has been taken.

I promise that your kindness to me shall do no injury to your

father. Whatever may happen, he shall be protected for your

sake, so far as I can protect him. The chief mover in this cruel

business is another person. I shall not rest till he is punished."

" Ah, but I'm afraid if father has done wrong in the matter

it must all come out sooner or later, and we shall be disgraced,"

said Gertrude, despondently. " But whatever is going to happen

to us, I'll do all I can to find out where they have taken that

poor gentleman."
" I thank you with all my heart. Be assured you shall be

compensated for any trouble your kindness may cause."

Sibyl and the parson's daughter clasped hands as they said

good-bye.

The conversation between the two women had been carried

on in confidential tones, inaudible to coachman and footman.

"Ardliston Boad station," ordered Mr. Coverdale, and the

barouche continued its way, while Gertrude started on a cir-

cuitous journey through a field and across a common, so as to

arrive at the Vicarage from an opposite direction to that in

which Lady Penrith's carriage had gone.

" I may as well make some inquiries at the station before we
go back to the Castle, if you've no objection," said Mr. Cover-

dale, explaining the order he had just given to the coachman.
" It may make us a little later in returning."

" What does that matter ? Let us stay out all day if there

is anything to be done," answered Sibyl, and then, lapsed into

silence, exhausted by the scene at the Vicarage, and absorbed

in gloomy thought.

She did not speak till they were at the station, which was

nearer St. Judu's than it was to Ardliston. Here Mr. Coverdale

loft the carriage for nearly a quarter of an hour.

" I have seen the station-master and the two porters," he told
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Sibyl, when he came back. " There seems no doubt that the

two men went to Keswick. The one who appeared to be an

invalid was so wrapped up in an Inverness cloak and large

white muffler that it was not easy to distinguish his features.

The men only saw that he looked white and haggard. The

other man wore a shooting cap, pulled down upon his forehead

—a cap with a peak—and he, too, had the lower part of his

face muffled in a scarf, but this circumstance attracted no atten-

tion, as the morning was raw and cold. I asked the station-

master to describe the man in charge of the invalid—his figure

and carriage, if not his face—and he said he was about the

height and figure of Lord Penrith, and reminded him of his

lordship."

" Hubert Urquhart !
" exclaimed Sibyl. " That is conclusive.

Now, Mr. Coverdale, what are we to do ? Go on to Keswick, I

say, by the first train that will take us."

" My dear Lady Penrith, that would be a wild proceeding.

Keswick is a large place—and for you to be seen there, going

from pillar to post— and then, to absent yourself from home
without explanation to Lord Penrith "

"I can send a message by the coachman. I can explain

afterwards."

"No, no. It would be waste of time and trouble for you to

attempt to trace these men. I will follow up the clue and see

what can be done, and if I make any discovery before the even-

ing I can telegraph to you, and you can come to Keswick with

your maid, and put up at an hotel for a day or two."

"Yes, that would do; I should be near."
" But even that would be rather a wild thing to do—and if

you could make up your mind to trust this business entirely to

me "

" I do trust you. I know how much better able you are to

help me in this matter than I am to help myself. But when
you find him, if he should be very ill and broken, I should, like

to be near at hand. I might be of some use then."

" In that case I promise to summon you without an hour's

delay."

"And you will go to Keswick, and give yourself up to this

search ?
"
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" With all my might. Have I not promised to devote myself

to your service ? I shall think of nothing else till this is done.

If Penrith should inquire about me you need only say that I

had business at Keswick, and that my return to the Castle is

uncertain. If you'll allow me, I'll ask your footman to see

about sending me a portmanteau. I may be absent for some

days."

" How good you are !

"

" Please, don't say that ! Only trust me, and keep up your

courage. Bear in mind that my East End experiences have

made me acquainted with strange people and strange things.

I am not so unequal to this task as you might suppose."
" I know how clever, how resolute you are."

" My train will not leave for half an hour, so I had better tell

your coachman to drive you home."
" Mayn't I wait till you leave ?

"

"Please, don't. You have had a trying morning, and you
will be better at home."

He gave his instructions briefly to the footman, and then the

carriage drove away, he watching till the pale, anxious face

looking back at him vanished altogether from his sight.

" How she must have loved him !

" John Coverdale repeated

to himself, with a sigh.

CHAPTEK XX V.

coealie's private diary continued.

Her ladyship's conduct becomes hourly more extraordinary.

After leaving the Castle early this morning with the parson—

coolly declining my company, which I offered in my gushing

little way, on the spur of the moment, determined at any rate

to embarrass her by forcing a refusal—she returns at three

o'clock this afternoon without that saintly man. When I ask

her in a casual way what she has done with him she replies

that he has gono to Keswick, and that he has business there

which may detain him for some days.

" Business in Keswick," say I, not concealing my surprise.
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"I thought the only business in Keswick was making lead

pencils and showing Southey's house. That is all I've ever

heard of in connection with Keswick."
" You can't be expected to know everything in the world,

Cora," answered she, "least of all to know Mr. Coverdale's

business."

" Oh, if it is a kind of secret service of course I needn't be

ashamed of my ignorance," retorted I.

Lady Penrith is my benefactress—my easy life here, my purse

filled with pocket-money, all the frocks in my wardrobe, testify

to the fact—but I am afraid I am beginning to hate her ; and
I am afraid she is beginning to hate me. Our relations are

at best an armed neutrality. Who knows when war may be

declared ?

After all I need not exaggerate her beneficence or my obliga-

tion. The benefits she has bestowed upon me—the frocks, the

lodging, the pocket-money—are bagatelles for a woman of her

means. If she really wanted to befriend me how easy for her

to settle the six thousand pounds, which my father tells me has

always been the portion of Lord Penrith's daughters, upon me
—sole daughter of the house of Urquhart. Six thousand

pounds. With her fortune she would have but to sign a

cheque for the amount, and might forget the next hour that

her coffers were diminished by that paltry sum. But instead

of playing a really generous part, and making me independent

for life, she lets her dressmaker clothe me, just as my uncle's

tailor clothes his liveried servants, and she tolerates my presence

in her house. Whatever chance I might have had with Mr.

'Coverdale—that pattern of starched propriety—-Lady Penrith

has contrived to spoil. She must see that he admires her far

too much for his peace ; and if she were really that model of all

the domestic graces for which she poses, she would have chilled

him by quiet avoidance, instead of leading him on by making
him the confidant of her sorrows, whatever those mysterious
sorrows may be.

In my delight at escaping from the dusty horrors of a second-

rate lodging-house, I have been over-enthusiastic about my
uncle's beautiful countess. These quiet women are never to be
trusted.
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Another surprise, and a very painful one, awaited me this

evening.

It was just on the edge of dark. Lady Penrith had not

honoured the drawing-room with her presence after coming in

from her long drive, minus Coverdale. Lady Selina, after

having usurped my favourite chair all the afternoon, clamoured

for an early tea, and for one solid hour I was administering to

her gormandising propensities.

Eeleased from this genteel slavery, I made my escape from

the drawing-room, lest I should be called upon to hold a huge

skein of that teeth-on-edge-setting worsted which she calls

Pre-Eaphaelite wool. I thought that in the almost deserted

state of the house I should at least have the billiard-room to

myself, and might enjoy knocking about the balls, and deliver-

ance from Lady Selina's society.

Oh, how sick I am of her married nieces, their houses, their

diamonds, their babies, their servants—with the latter of whom
she is always quarrelling.

She tells me the same prosy stories over and over again, and

the possibility that she may be boring me to death never for

one moment flashes across the great dismal swamp which she

calls her mind.

The lamps in the hall had not been lighted, and its stony

spaciousness looked cold and grey in the gathering dusk. All

the principal rooms open into this sepulchral hall, and I am
often reminded of that hall in Macbeth's castle, where the

murderer prowled up and down seeing imaginary daggers,

while he waited for the bell that was to tell him his pre-historic

toddy was ready.

I had opened the billiard-room door, and was just going to

shut it again when I heard my father's voice. My father's

voice in a house which he had not entered since the Earl's

marriage

!

What could it mean ?

Certainly not reconciliation. Those rasping tones came from

a heart full of bitterness.

Nor was there much of brotherly love in my uncle's

reply.

'• You had better hold your tongue," he said. " You have
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been drinking, or you would not have dared to enter this

house."

Lord Penrith was standing in the open doorway of his own

sitting-room, a smallish room next the library, while my father

stood in the hall.

"Dare!" he echoed with an angry laugh. "Dare! Dare

enter the house that was my father's a few years ago."

"If it had been your own a few years ago it would make no

difference to me. It is my house now, and I mean to keep you

outside it."

" You treat me like a dog."
" Oh, no, I don't," answered that cold-blooded monster, my

uncle, " I am fond of my dogs. I treat you like what you are,

Hubert Urquhart. If there's any animal as vile I have never

met with the species."

" It's a treat to hear you talk like this, after I played your

game, made the running for you, helped you to a rich wife."

" You tried to win her for yourself by the very basest means
the human mind could invent."

" Oh, come, now, this is only tall talk."

"You know how you imposed upon her ignorance of life,

tried to persuade her that her good name was forfeited, that

she had fallen so low in the world's esteem that her best chance

of redemption was to become your wife."

"And with the devil's own luck you struck in, caught her in

a fit of hysterics, and won the stakes. There was never such a

fluke. Come, Penrith, you can't frighten me away with big

words. All that high-falutin of yours has about the same
effect upon me as water on the proverbial duck. Hard words
don't kill, and hard words won't send me off these premises

without hard cash. I have asked you, my brother, and a rich

man, to help me out of a difficulty. I asked you just now for

a monkey. It was not much for you to give if you had a spark

of generosity."

"I have not one scintillation, where you are concerned. I

have only one feeling—abhorrence—the kind of abhorrence
which includes contempt."

" Nonsense ; we both angled for a big fish, but you were able
to bait your hook with a coronet. I wasn't, and I had to
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diplomatise. Come, Penrith, if you won't stand a monkey, give

me your cheque for two hundred and fifty pound, and I'll wish

you a civil good-night. Remember, after all, I am heir

presumptive to your title, and all that goes with it. There is

only your life between me and all the good things of this world.

Hard lines for a man of my temper to remember that. You
ought to consider the circumstances, and if I can bring myself

to ask you for money—after what happened at Ellerslie ten

years ago—you shouldn't be such a churl as to refuse."

" I wonder you care to show yourself in this part of the world

—after what happened at Ellerslie," said my uncle.

The last words were spoken slowly, as if they had a hidden

meaning. My father was silent, and then Penrith went on in

his heartless voice.

"As for your privileges as heir-presumptive I have no doubt

you have had the market price for them."
" The market price was a very bad one. Unhappily the Jews

consider your life as good as mine—or better. The difference

in our ages is not worth considering, and you are supposed to

take more care of your superior carcass than I take of this poor

bundle of vices. Once for all, Penrith, will you help me or .will

you not?"
"Once for all I will not; and if you don't make yourself

scarce immediately you will oblige me to ring for the servants,

and get you turned out neck and crop, which will cause a

scandal, and make things uncomfortable for your daughter."

"For my daughter. Yes, I suppose you would rather like

to revenge yourself on her. Well, good night, my brotherly

brother. I won't make a rumpus in this abode of peace and
pleasantness, this temple of conjugal love. I'll find my own
way out."

My father crossed the hall, opened the big oak door, and

closed it quietly behind him. Penrith waited on the threshold

of his room till the hall door shut, and then shut himself in his

den. I don't know if he felt relieved in mind when my father

was outside the castle. I know I did. There was no light in

the billiard-room, and I had been standing just inside the door,

which I held a little way open, and was thus able to hear every

word that was said on the other side of the hall.
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Oh, what a life! To grovel like a hound, and to be driven

out of his brother's house, like a hound. Surely Providence

can't expect much good out of any woman who starts in the

race of life handicapped with such a father as mine.
" After what happened at Ellerslie ten years ago."

I must get to know all about Sibyl Hfgginson's engagement

to my uncle. There are evidently tragic circumstances—some-

thing that comes nearer Lord Penrith and his wife than the

murder of her • ladyship's foster sister. I must make Lady
Selina give me the history of her niece's marriage. She is so

fond of talking that I have only to get her in the right vein and
she will tell me everything she knows.

The dinner this evening was the most melancholy meal I

have sat through since I came to the castle. There were only

my uncle and his wife, Lady Selina and myself. His lordship

was silent and gloomy, evidently brooding over that fraternal

conversation I had overheard. Her ladyship seemed lost in

thought. Lady Selina prosed and twaddled for the whole party.

" I am very tired, aunt, so I shall go straight to my room,

and leave you and Cora to amuse each other," said Lady
Penrith, as we three women left the dining-room.

" I can't think what you are about all to-day," Lady Selina

answered pettishly. "If your cottage visiting keeps you
engaged as you have been lately I'm sure it must be too

fatiguing for you. You should make Cora help you."

This last remark was accentuated by a malevolent look in my
direction, as if I had deliberately refused to help.

"Her ladyship knows that I am always at her service,"

said I.

Lady Penrith noticed neither her aunt's speech nor mine.

She just nodded good-night to us both, and went upstairs,

leaving me to the unspeakable dreariness of a night with Lady
Selina, and no possibility of escape to the billiard-room, where
my uncle would be sitting alone—not a pleasant person to

intrude upon in his meditative moments.

There was one compensation. I had a whole evening before

me in which to make Lady Selina talk about what I wanted
to hear.
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Needless to record the insidious means by which I approached

the subject. I doubt if she liked me any better than on the

first night of her visit ; but custom had made her familiar and

confidential, and as it was natural for her to talk, she soon

began to expatiate upon the folly of her niece's marriage.

"Sibyl might have married ever so much better," she said.

" A beautiful girl, who was sole heiress to I am afraid to say

how many thousands a year, would have had magnificent offers

as soon as she appeared in the great world. Her connections

on our side of the house would have admitted her at once to

the most exclusive circles—if there are any exclusive circles

left,"—interjected Lady Selina with a sigh. " She might have

married a Duke. But through my brother-in-law's folly—his

mind was utterly unhinged, I believe, by the fate of that

mysterious waif—she was hustled into a marriage with a man
for whom she never cared a straw, and who was a very poor

match for her."

" My uncle's family is one of the oldest in the North of

England," said I.

"My dear young woman, old families are cheap nowadays.

Sixty thousand a year is too much to pay for an old family, and

a neglected estate, encumbered as this was when my niece

married. She could have married the bluest blood in England

on much easier terms, if I had been allowed to chaperon her,

as was intended, before that awful business at Ellerslie."

" Pray tell me about the murder, Lady Selina."

" Have I never told you ? " she exclaimed, quite oblivious of

her curt replies on the first evening we spent together. " It is

a most painful story—peculiarly painful to me, since a con-

nexion of our family was involved in it, was actually accused

of the murder, and locked up in the wretched hovel that used

to accommodate smugglers and such people. They have pulled

the place down, I am happy to say, and built a respectable

police station."

And then she told me how Marie Arnold, a handsome young-

woman of foreign birth, had been brought up at Ellerslie,

almost as a daughter of the house, and how she and Sibyl

Higginson had lived together like sisters, and how people had

naturally supposed-
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At this point the spinster deemed it necessary to sink her

voice to a ghastly whisper, like Lady Macbeth in the sleep-

walking scene, although she and I were alone in the spacious

drawing-room.
" At any rate, my dear, Sir Joseph was greatly attached to

this girl, who, I am glad to say, for the credit of humanity, was

five or six years older than Sibyl, and was therefore born some
time before my sister's marriage. He never recovered from the

shock of her death."

" But do you really believe that Mr. Mountford—your relation

—was guilty of this crime ? " I asked.

"My dear Miss Urquhart, I don't know what to believe.

Brandon Mountfort was subject to epileptic attacks when he

was at the University ; not in any violent degree, but enough
to make him shun society. He had wandered about in Africa—
where that kind of thing wouldn't matter—for some years before

he appeared at Ellerslie. Every one spoke well of him "

" And your niece liked him ?
"

"Yes, Sibyl liked him. I never saw them together, but I

believe she entertained a romantic regard for him. She has

always shunned any allusion to him ; so I have never fathomed

the hidden depths of her mind upon this subject. There is a

great deal of reserve about Lady Penrith. As to the young
man's guilt or innocence, that I fear must for ever remain a

mystery. So much has been written of late years about the

horrors of epilepsy—and how it can change an amiable being

into a wild beast—that one may believe anything of an epileptic

sufferer. This poor creature was found kneeling by the murdered
girl, his hands dyed with her blood. He did not even deny his

guilt, Mrs. Morison told me."
Mrs. Morison is the housekeeper at Ellerslie, with whom

doubtless the spinster aunt has held lengthy confabulations.

There is no one like an old and trusted servant for telling

family secrets.

" Since he was taken red-handed, I suppose there can be no
doubt of his guilt," said I. " But if he were not the murderer,
who else would be likely to have committed the crime ? Was
any one else ever suspected? "

" No. Poor Brandon's guilt seemed only too obvious. And



Coralies Private Diary continued. 257

the murder was too motiveless to be the act of a sane person.

The young woman had no enemies. There was no one at

Ellerslie besides Brandon and your father."

" Then my father was there at tbe time of the murder? "

" Yes, your father used to come and go like a member of the

family, before Sibyl's marriage. I don't know what the quarrel

was about, but there was a quarrel at the period of her

engagement to Penrith. Mrs. Morison hinted at an ugly scuffle

between the brothers—blows, broken glass—but the particulars

were never clearly known. Your father was certainly hurt, aud

the doctor had to be called in ; but the servants were told he

had had a fall. Whatever the actual circumstances may have

been, there was bad blood, for Mr. Urquhart never entered

Ellerslie House again—after that fall."

" ' And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer,

Never to hope again.'
"

muttered I. " My father told me that he and his brother had
quarrelled ; but he never explained the rights and wrongs of

the story."

And then she told me how Brandon Mountford had broken

out of the lock-up at Ardliston, and was supposed to have

perished in a storm at sea.

" Only supposed to have perished ? " said I. " Then there

is really no evidence of his death. He may be alive at this

hour."
" That's not likely. His family must have heard of him if he

were living."

" Why should anyone hear of him ? " asked I. " It would
be the. business of his life to avoid being heard of. A man
accused of murder—a man conscious of his own guilt ! In all

probability he would go back to Africa. I have heard that

men who have once been there always want to go back—must
go back. The Dark Continent draws them like a loadstone.

Ituly upon it, Lady Selinn, this poor Mr. Mountford is in

Africa."

" I have no doubt you know a great deal more about him
than I Jo," said Lady Sclina, with an offended air. "Young
women nowadays are nothing if not positive."

s
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In my own mind I had no doubt that the man was, or had
been, in Africa. Those books of African travel in Lady
Penrith's room testified to so profound an interest in that un-

civilised world. He had made his escape from England, and

had sailed to a land where there are no detectives or magistrates'

warrants, or extradition treaties.

But if my aunt knows Mr. Mountford to be in Africa, how
account for her intense anxiety about this wandering lunatic,

for whom she inquired at all the cottages, and the fuss and
driving to and fro, and the suppressed emotion of the last ten

days?
All these indications point to Brandon Mountford's presence

in the immediate neighbourhood, or at any rate to her convic-

tion that he is near.

CHAPTER XXVI.

HOME QUESTIONS.

Coealie sat late over her private diary. The clocks had struck

one before she closed the book and put it away in the box where

she kept her money and her few trinkets, under lock and key.

She slept little that night, and the sleep she had was disturbed

by troubled dreams. That interview between her father and
her uncle had left a sense of bitter degradation in her mind.
She had never really loved her father ; there had been nothing
between them but the bond of relationship—a bond which he
had shown himself very glad to loosen. Yet he was her father,

a part of her existence, the only being upon whom she had any
strong claim ; and it tortured her to think of degradation that

reflected upon herself. To be the daughter of such a father

!

There was the sting! To hear him ask for money, and to hear
him so heartlessly refused by his own and only brother ! Little

as she liked Penrith, there had been that in his tone which told

her he had some justification for his brutality. And she was to

go on living under the roof of this man—she, Hubert Urquhart's
daughter—or go back to the dreary existence from which Lady
Penrith had rescued her.
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" Oh, if Coverdale had only cared for me ! " she sighed, again

and again, in her restless turnings and tossings, while the in-

exorable clock ticked and the night lamp flickered.

And then she thought, as many a woman thinks when the

future lies dark before her—lit by not one gleam of hope

—

thought of what her life might have been if this man had chosen

her for his wife. It was all very well to write of him scoffingly

as a prim pattern of the uninteresting virtues. In her heart of

hearts she revered him for those qualities at which she scoffed.

The gulf that lay between them was bridged over by her grow-

ing interest in his personality. She had begun by thinking of

him only as a good match, heir to title and fortune, a man who,

with a word, could change the whole tenor of her existence.

She knew now by the blank his absence made in that house, by

her jealous despair at his too evident regard for Lady Penrith

—a regard of which he himself might be hardly conscious—she

knew now that she loved him, and that if he had been an im-

pecunious curate she would have been content to share his life

and let fortune go.

" But who would marry Hubert Urquhart's daughter ? " she

asked herself. "Even if I were ever so handsome there would
be that against me. And a plain daughter ! I must have been

mad ever to hope."

She was in the breakfast-room early, neat and fresh looking

in her smart tailor gown, and with no indication, save a heavy

look in her eyelids, of her miserable night. Her uncle had gone

out before breakfast. Lady Penrith talked a little more than

she had done at dinner on the previous evening, but was

evidently anxious and expectant.

A telegram was brought to her in the middle of breakfast,

and Coralie could see that her aunt's hand trembled as she tore

open the envelope.

" Let the messenger wait," her ladyship told the servant, after

she had read the message twice over with profound attention.

"No bad news, I hope, my dear," said Lady Selina.

" Oh, no ; a telegram nowadays does not imply bad news.''

" Of course not ; but in this remote place you can't have

many trivial telegrams—invitations, acceptances, excuses—the

sort*of thing one gets in London."
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"No; not that kind of thing,"' Lady Penrith answered

absently, as she put the message in her pocket.

On her aunt asking her if she was going for a drive in the

morning or afternoon, Lady Penrith answered " No." She had

a good many letters to write, and was not going out all day.

" You and Cora can have the barouche or the pony cart,

whichever you prefer," she added.
" Thank you, neither. I have not quite got over my influenza

cold, and the only inducement to drive would have been your

company."
" Complimentary to me, after my patient endurance of the

old creature," thought Coralie, and then she said in her clear

youDg voice

—

"In that case, I shall go for a long walk directly after break-

fast. You won't be angry, with me if I should be late for

luncheon, will you, aunt ?
"

" Your aunt has been so irregular herself lately, that she can

hardly find fault with you for unpunctuality," Lady Selina

remarked, somewhat snappishly.

Any deviation from the clockwork round of daily life was an

offence to this lady.

" Angry, Cora, certainly not," said Lady Penrith. " But on

what tremendous pilgrimage are you going ? It is not ten, and

you think you won't be home at two."
" Oh, I am going for a long tramp—towards the sea. I am

longing for the wind off the sea."

"You can get that in this garden—too much of it for the

poor flowers."

" Ah, but not like the wind one gets on the very edge of the

sea—along Allan Bay or at St. Jude's, for instance."

Lady Penrith gave a little start at the mention of St. Jude's,

a movement which did not escape Coralie.

" I may go as far as Ardliston," she continued. " It is just

the grey, breezy morning I adore."

" Do as you like, Cora, only don't fatigue yourself," Lady
Penrith said carelessly, as she left the room.

"Now, if I were a pretty girl," mused Cora, "she would
hardly let me ramble for three or four hours alone. There
would be suspicions of a lover—I might be going to meet
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someone. But in my case, there can be no such danger. An
ugly woman is what Ceesar's wife ought to have been—above

suspicion."

Miss Urquhart had told the truth for once in the way, albeit

she was a young person who preferred falsehood. She was
going to Ardliston—in quest of her father. After that conver-

sation of yesterday evening she felt that she must see him,

must question him, at any hazard of hard words. She could

exist no longer in this cloud of ignorance.

She stopped on the crest of a wind-blown ridge, hugged her

neat little cloth jacket tighter round her, and looked back at

the grey towers of Killander Castle.

What a noble old place it was— originally a rude border

fortress, enlarged and improved by successive generations.

Sibyl Higginson's money had set the final touches on the

picture. Whatever was wanting of convenience or dignity had
been supplied within the last ten years. The gardens and
terraces had been extended, a spacious palm-house had been:

built in the one angle where it would not be a blot upon the

rugged grandeur of the exterior; and within doors there had
been improvements in every detail. Money had been -spent

like water.
'• And she is not even tenant for life," mused Coralie. " If

my uncle were to die to-moirow she would be houseless—so far

as yonder great grey pile is concerned—or the house in Berkeley

Sqiiare. Hard lines, to spend one's money upon somebody
else's property. But then she can afford to waste a few
thousands. And she has Ellerslie House standing ready to

receive her, if she were to leave the Castle. Ellerslie House

!

What a difference between the spick and span modern house,

built by a self-made millionaire, and that grey fortress over

there, which seems still to echo with the tramp of armed feet,

and the blare of trumpets."

Coralie turned her back upon the grey towers, after that

contemplative pause, and tramped steadily on, with her face to

the sea. It was a long walk from the Castle to Ardliston, but

Miss Urquhart was a good walker, well broken in by tho weary

promenades of Madame Michon's pupils in the Bois, or along-

chalky roads in the white suburbs that skirt the Bois, and
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later by lonely wanderings in West End London, rambles which

were her sole respite from the dullness of the lodging house at

the back of Piccadilly.

She met only one shepherd boy between the Castle and the

beginning of the long straggling street of Ardliston; and

Ardliston itself might have been asleep for any signs of life or

movement, except at the schools, where she heard the sing-song

voices of the children chanting the multiplication table, a sound

that told her it was not yet noon, and saved her the trouble of

looking at her watch.

Her father might have gone back to London by the night

mail, or by an early morning train, she thought, in which case

she would be much disappointed. She wanted to see him—
wanted to question him about the past, though she knew not

how she would venture to shape her questions. But she had
helped him, had watched for him—she had sacrificed her own
instincts of loyalty and honour at his bidding—and she had a

right to his confidence.

" I will do no more for him unless he trusts me fully," she

said to herself.

No, he had not left the Higginson Arms. The landlady, who
was busy in the little bar on one side of the entrance,

recognised Coralie.

"Come to see your pa, miss? ixoi very late this morning.

You'll find him at breakfast."

She came out of her snug little nest among the bottles and
glasses, and ushered Coralie into a sitting-room where she

found her father reading a newspaper at the breakfast table.

He rose, startled at seeing her.

" What brings you here so early? Anything new ?
"

" Nothing very important. Ten minutes to twelve. Do you
call that early ?

"

" Early enough for a man who is such a beastly bad sleeper

that he seldom gets a wink of sleep till daylight. Sit down,
Cora. Would you like some tea? It was made a few minutes
ago."

He poured out a cup and handed it to her, with some show
of attentiveness, while she sat looking at him dumbly, full of

thought.
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He looked haggard and careworn, older than his elder

brother, and it seemed to her that all the indications of a

debased character were stamped upon his countenance—the

furtive eye, the tightened lips, the curious twitch of the nostril

now and then before he began to speak.

" Well ? " he asked, when he had mixed a brandy and soda

for himself, " what's your news? "

She told him briefly how Mr. Coverdale had left the Castle

with Lady Penrith yesterday morning, and had not returned

with her in the afternoon.

" What kind of a man is this Coverdale ?
"

" A good man.

"

" Good ? I don't quite follow your meaning."

That seemed likely enough, Coralie thought.

"Conscientious and God-fearing. He is devoted to Lady
Penrith, but even for her sake he would do nothing that was
not strictly honourable."

"And you think he has gone upon some kind of mission

for her."

" I think so. She had a telegram this morning at breakfast

—a long message—which I fancy may have been from him."

"What's the use of fancies? It may have been from her

dressmaker. Had you the sense to find out where it came
from?"

" No, I was not near enough to see that. I could only see

that she was agitated at receiving it."

" Humph, that tells me nothing. Well, keep your eyes open,

Cora, and let no detail of her daily life escape your observation.

Straws show which way the wind blows. Try to find out where

the parson has gone."
" Are you going to stay here much longer? "

"That depends upon circumstances. I have no particular

inducement to go anywhere else just now. I may go further

north, perhaps, for a little shooting—but I have made no
plans yet."

There- was a silence of some minutes. Urquhart took up the

newspaper again, and read, or pretended to read.

Cora felt it easier to begin upon a painful subject now that

his face was hidden.
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" Father, I was crossing the hall—from the drawing-room to

the billiard-room—yesterday afternoon, when you and my uncle

were talking, and I could not help hearing a good deal
"

" You mean you couldn't help listening. Your curiosity

got the better of your good breeding," retorted Urquhart,

throwing down the paper, and turning to his daughter with an

angry scowl. "And you heard all that passed between my
affectionate brother and me. Well, who cares '?

"

" I care very much. I have been heart-broken ever since."

" You need not waste your emotions upon me. I have a

pretty tough hide. It has toughened in a long experience of

hard knocks."

"Father, what odious things he said of you—and you did

not deny them."
" Why should I trouble myself? He is not judge or jury.

I wanted help, and he didn't want to help me. The easiest

way of refusing was to be abusive. You are woman of the

world enough to comprehend that, I hope, Cora."

" No, I am not. I can't comprehend that you should let him
say such things."

" If I had knocked him down there would have been a scene

and a scandal ; and you would have found yourself homeless.

I know of no other way of dealing with him."
" But that you should ask him for money—importune him

—

swallow all his insults. Father, what degradation there is in

that."

" Degradation, yes, perhaps. And you wonder that I should

put myself in the way of being insulted. You wonder that

I should beg of my brother who married the heiress I was

trying to marry—the woman who cared not one straw for either

of us. You wonder that I should ask him to open his wife's

coffers for me. You are a fool, Cora. A man hemmed round
with debt—distracted for want of money as I am—isn't likely

to be scrupulous as to the mode and manner of getting it.

Don't whine about what you heard yesterday. You may think

yourself lucky if I don't turn forger or highwayman, sign her

ladyship's name to a stolen cheque, or hold up a train carrying

bullion. What might not a man do, at his wits' ends as I am r

And my elder brother has the command of eighty thousand a
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year, for his wife denies him nothing, and won't give me eight

hundred, or eighty, or eight pounds. That's what brotherly

love means nowadays, Cora. Very much like the ointment

upon Aaron's head, ain't it ?
"

" Why does he hate you ? What did you do to offend him?

"

" Nothing. We both courted the same woman—he won her

by a fluke. Unintentionally—by sheer ill-luck—I helped him
to win her. He ought to be grateful to me, but he ain't. He
finds it cheaper to ride the high horse and blackguard me."

" But there must have been something, father, on your part-
some cruel wrong—some act of treachery that gives my uncle

and his wife the right to hold themselves aloof from you."

"She chooses to fancy herself wronged; and he takes advan-

tage of the position. Come, Cora, I am not going to be

questioned about my past life by my own daughter."

"And I am not going to act as your spy any more unless

you give me your confidence," Cora answered resolutely, looking

her father full in the face.

There was no filial love in that look. If she felt his degrada-

tion strongly it was because the degradation was reflected upon
her. To be the daughter of such a man, to live on sufferance

in a house whose threshold he was not allowed to cross ! That

was the sting ! It was her own pride that was hurt. She had

borne the brunt of poverty, and suffered from shabby frocks,

and school-bills in arrear, but never till yesterday evening had
her father's fallen state been brought home to her.

" Spy. That's a most unpleasant word, Cora, and you seem

to repeat it with gusto simply because it is unpleasant. I

asked you to keep your ears and eyes open in Penrith's

house
"

" In her ladyship's interest—because of your friendship for

her. That was the fable you imposed upon me."
" Fable and imposed !

"

He shrugged his shoulders with a light scornfulness, as if

such words hurt him very little, even from a daughter's lips

;

and then he rose, and walked to the window.
" But I am to be hoodwinked no longer," pursued Cora im-

petuously. " I know now that you hate her."

" Do I ? " asked Mr. Urquhart, drumming on the pane, with
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his back turned upon his daughter. " If I do it is only the

hate that every strong-natured man feels for the •woman he

loved in vain. She had but to marry me, and I would have

been the most docile and devoted of husbands—her head servant

out of livery. But you see she preferred my brother, and so

I can't be expected to go on loving her for ever. He has treated

me like a pariah dog, and she has treated me no better, which

is shortsighted on her part, for she should at least remember
that I am heir presumptive, and that if anything happened to

Penrith all her grandeurs would pass to me. It doesn't matter

to him, for his rights and interests in this life must be over

and done with before mine could begin ; but it would matter

to her to the extent of two fine houses, and a large domain, and
all the money she has t^unk upon them."

" Must they go with the title—both houses ? " asked Cora,

her indignation lapsing suddenly into interest.

" The Castle, and Penrith House, Mayfair, both go with the

title. He was born in one—the heir—at the Castle, of course

—

an occasion for bonfires on all the hills, and roasted oxen, and
kilderkins of strong beer, which my father could very ill afford.

I was born in the other, and I doubt if the household had so

much as an extra bottle of wine to celebrate my nativity. Yes,

the house in London must go—whenever Penrith goes—and all

her ladyship has spent upon it—something like thirty thousand
pounds, I believe—will go to the heir, whoever he may be."

" Heir presumptive has a grand look against your name in

the peerage," said Cora, waxing bitter again, "but I don't

think you have much chance of outliving my uncle."
" Bar accidents, none—but the bursting of a gun, the running

down of a yacht, a smash on the railway, a fall from his horse
—anything of that sort would be as big a fluke for me as his

marriage was for him—but I don't expect it," drumming louder
with finger-tips whose sharp touch denoted nervous irritability—" expect it, did I say? I know that it will never happen. I
am one of those men who come into the world with bad luck
branded on their foreheads."

"There's no such thing as bad luck, father. It's the idlest
nonsense to talk in that strain. You inherited a younger
brother's portion—and you squandered it. You married foolishly.
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before you were of age—offended your father, and spoilt your

chance of a fortune with a wife. You lived recklessly, and
loaded your shoulders with debts. You have never struggled

or worked as other men of good race and small means have

done. You should have gone to the Bar—or into politics—or

to the Colonies. There must have been some career open to

you—something better than the miserable life you are leading

now—a beggar to the brother who hates you—a beggar, and
refused with contumely."

She brushed away her tears—so rare in those cold grey eyes

—tears of shame and mortification.

" Have you nothing more to say ? " sneered her father.

" This moral lecture might be continued ad infinitum—the

daughter's rebuke of the reprobate father. A very pretty

subject, and offering fine scope for the prosy and the trite."

"Well, I will say no more. I know that all lamentations

over the irrevocable are worse than useless. Let the past be

past—only if you want my help in the future you must let me
into your secrets. Why are you keeping this watch upon your

brother's wife ?
"

" Why ? For my own satisfaction. She is my enemy, and
would injure me if she could."

" But how could she injure you—what could she do ?
"

" Never mind that, Cora. Knowledge is power, and it suits

me to be informed of all that happens at the Castle."

" Trust me, then. Be frank, if you can. What was your

quarrel with Lady Penrith ? Why does she hate you ?
"

" Pooh ! It was a girl's silly hatred, to begin with. She was

madly in love with her cousin, who murdered Sir Joseph's

adopted daughter in a fit of epileptic rage."

" Is it certain that he was the murderer-

"

"Certain? Yes. He was found almost in the act of murder

—his hands and clothes stained with her blood. There is no

room for doubt. Miss Higginson visited him in the lock-up

yonder—a wretched hole that was done away with soon after.

I found her there, and helped in his escape—was indeed the

chief means of getting him away, and when the boat, on board

which I put him, was wrecked in a gale that was only begin-

ning when the boat started, she laid his death at my door."
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"But was that the only cause of her dislike? Penrith

accused you of trying to win her by the basest means—trading

oi) her ignorance of life."

"Rot. People in the neighbourhood looked coldly at her

after that escapade at the lock-up. Her conduct was too un-

conventional to escape slander. I may have somewhat magnified

the village scandal when I urged her to marry me. I wanted

her to feel the need of a husband to defend her good name."
" A shabby trick—and it failed ?

"

" Yes, it failed—the turtle dove—for Brandon Mountford she

had been a very dove—turned upon me like a tigress. She
flung herself into my brother's arms—partly from sheer

malignity to me, and partly because she knew that whatever

scandal there had been would be best covered by a coronet."

" Well, it was a shabby business. However, I am glad I

know the past. But I can't understand the situation in the

present. Why should you fear her ? Why should you watch

her?"
" That's my affair. I shan't answer any more questions."

He turned and faced her again, frowningly.

" I won't trouble you any more, except to ask how long you

are going to stay here."

" I don't know. Perhaps for a few days—perhaps only a few

hours. Look here, Cora. If anything out of the common
should happen at the Castle you had better come here, as you
have done this morning, on the chance of finding me. On
reflection I am inclined to wait till the parson's return from

his mysterious mission."

"You think his mission may have something to do with

you?"
" I don't say that, but I should like to know the meaning of

it. I rely upon your shrewdness for that. Come, Cora, there's

no use in your riding the high horse. Eemember that your
interests are interwoven with mine. Anything that hurts me
must hurt you."

" Yes, I know that," she answered, with a sigh. " Your dis-

grace is my disgrace. It wraps me round like a dark cloud.

I live and move in it."

This was no idle complaint cu her part. The burden of her
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father's evil reputation had seemed to her a much heavier load

since she had known John Coverdale, who, without self-assertion

of any kind, had impressed her with the idea of what an honour-

able man's life and mind ought to be—how fair a record the

one, how high a standard the other. And in that pure atmo-

sphere of noble thought and lofty aspiration how foul and grim

her father's character looked.

CHAPTEE XXVII.

COKA EXPATIATES.

Heie presumptive ! How the phrase rang in my ears last night

when I lay down to sleep, after another long, dull evening, for

the most part alone with Lady Selina, Lady Penrith having

retired soon after we left the dining-room, leaving the spinster

and me to amuse each other. The spinster is a late bird, and

complains of the dull evenings here, and talks of the superior

attractions of other houses owned by other nieces—the large

house parties, with a constant succession of guests, the

theatricals, the charades, and dumb crambo, and music, and

cards. Yes ; this dissipated old person actually sighs for a

riotous game at roulette.

Heir presumptive ! Of the two lives my uncle's, so far as I

can judge, is the better. His two years of seniority count for

nothing against my father's habits—late hours and, I fear, deep

drinking. Yet an accident might alter the situation in a

breath ; an accident, and my father might be Earl of Penrith

and master of this house—master here, where he has been

treated with contumely; sole owner of the house whose door

has been shut against him for the last ten years. Life hangs

by so thin a thread.

No, I won't suffer my thoughts to dwell upon such possi-

bilities. I am not particularly fond of my uncle, and I owe

him nothing, since anything I enjoy in this house is given mo
by his wife; but I won't indulge in castle-building upon such

a ghastly foundation.
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Notwithstanding which resolve I could not resist the tempta-

tion of drawing Lady Selina on the subject of the Penrith

property when she and I were left alone, and I had to perform

my nightly task of sorting her worsteds and admiring her

hideous blanket. She is one of the people who think that high

art begins and ends with muddy greens and dingy yellows;

when if they had eyes to see they would know that the leading

note of high art is brilliant colour.

" I have been rambling about his lordship's estate," said I.

" What pretty old homesteads and farm-buildings ! And all so

neat and substantial."

" Those homesteads and barns are monuments of my niece's

folly. She has squandered her money upon Penrith's property

;

and her own flesh and blood will never be one penny richer for

all she has spent."

" What a pity she has no son to inherit the estate
!

"

" Ah ! that would have made all the difference," sighed Lady
Selina. " Here is my niece, Lady Hilborough, with an enormous
family, and my sister, Lady Eanthorpe, with three great, hulking

boys at Eton and Cooper's Hill, and two more in the nursery

:

and here is poor Sibyl childless. That is her misfortune, poor

girl! But it does not excuse her folly in lavishing tens of

thousands upon her husband's estate."

" Why should she not spend her money upon improve-

ments ?
"

" She might spend it upon Ellerslie, which she can leave to

her own family."

" Ellerslie is perfection. There is very little room for spending

money."
" She could buy more land. There is always land to be bought

nowadays, and ridiculously cheap. She ought to have quad-

rupled her own estate rather than sunk a fortune upon her

husband's property. Penrith was almost a pauper when he

married—but she has paid off every mortgage—and doubled the

value of his farms by her improvements."

"No doubt it has amused her to improve. I can fancy
nothing more delightful than messing about a large estate,

picking old buildings to pieces and putting them together again •

seeing order and beauty where all was squalor and ugliness."
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" All very well, if there had been an heir, but in the existing

state of things sheer lunacy," said Lady Selina decisively.

And if Penrith were to die, my father, whom Lady Penrith

detests, would be enriched by the wealth she has lavished. He
would spring at once from poverty to riches, and his riches

would be derived from her—an unencumbered estate, land in

the perfection of high farming, tenants who know they are better-

off than any other tenants in Cumberland. He would owe all

to her, and could turn her out of doors if he liked—as Penrith

turned him out two days ago.

Well, I won't dwell upon the thought. This journal of mine
is not a starched composition, but it shall not be ghastly. I

won't let my mind brood upon the chances that hang by the

fine-spun thread of one life.

But if I dismiss one hideous subject—shake off the gloom of

one idea—other fancies crowd in upon me as dark or darker. I

cannot get the thought of that murdered girl out of my mind.

Curious as I have been about that tragic story, I had resolved

not to ask any questions of the servants, but I have broken

down in that commendable resolution. A lady never talks to

servants except in a purely business-like manner. " Put out my
blue gown. Put away my red. Where are my satin shoes ?

"

and so on. Nothing more interesting than an Ollendorff dialogue

ought ever to pass between mistress and maid. Well, I am as

much a lady as I can be, but I am first a woman ; and I am
devoured by a morbid curiosity that must be satisfied.

The horror of that murder haunts me—a young woman, young

and beautiful, full of the pride of life, caught like a hunted fawn

in a wood, caught and slaughtered by a raging maniac—for the

epilepsy that hungers for blood must be lunacy under its most

revolting aspect.

No one saw her struggles. If she had time to cry for help no

ear heard her cry. In the loneliness and darkness the murderer's

knife did its work.

I know all about it, now. The picturo presented by Lady
Selina was vague and shadowy, but last night I let her ladyship's

maid come into my room after her mistress had gone to bed, and

while she was brushing my hair I led up to the story of Mario

Arnold's death.
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The woman has all the ghoulish relish for horrors which seems

natural to persons in that sphere, and she was charmed to dilate

upon every detail. She took immense credit to herself for having

been at Ellerslie at the time. One of her male relatives could

have been no more proud had he ridden along that avenue of

guns we all know so well in the Balaclava charge. She was at

Ellerslie. She followed in the murdered girl's funeral procession.

She never hopes to see such a funeral again.

She distinctly used the word hope.

She was really very interesting. She conjured up the image

of the young woman in all her showy foreign beauty. She sug-

gested the unrevealed link between her and Sir Joseph. Every-

body in the steward's room had suspected that she was something

nearer and dearer than an adopted daughter, though she had

been put somewhat in the background ; and when they saw the

poor old gentleman's grief after her death they were sure they

had guessed right.

And then she described Brandon Mountford as a man from

whom no evil could have been anticipated—so handsome, such

a gentleman, always polite to the servants, though he kept him-

self very much to himself. He had no valet, and on the morning

before the murder he had been in his own room packing for some

hours. The servants noticed a change in him at luncheon that

day. He was in the garden with Miss Higginson after luncheon

;

and later in the afternoon my informant saw him going into his

own room again, and he looked pale and agitated—" Very much
upset " was her expression. She was sitting at her needlework

by a window in the corridor, and she could hear him walking up

and down his room, and throwing things about ; and when she

looked into the room after he had gone downstairs she found his

portmanteau still open, and his books and things scattered about,

as if he had been too upset to get on with his packing. He was

seen by one of the men going out into the garden again ; but at

dinner there was no sign of him, nor of Miss Arnold.

And then she told me how Miss Arnold also had seemed very
much upset at luncheon, and bad left the room before the meal
was finished ; and she told me there was no doubt in her mind
that poor Miss Arnold was deeply in love with Mr. Mountford.
"And he with her? " I asked.
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" Oh no, miss," says the woman. " It was a regular game of

cross purposes. Mr. Mountford was in love with my young

mistress. One could see that with half an eye ; but there was

someone else in love with Miss Arnold, and had been for a long

time."

" Who was that ? " asked I.

" You might be offended, miss, if I was to say."

Her meaning flashed upon me in a moment.
" Do you mean my father ?

"

" Yes, miss. Mr. Urquhart was very much attached to Miss

Arnold. He wanted to marry her, but she wouldn't have him.

One of the gardeners overheard their talk in the conservatory

one afternoon. He was at work behind the tree-ferns, and they

didn't know he was there, and they talked quite free, and the

young man didn't like to show himself after they began to talk,

so he stopped quietly there till they left the conservatory. Mr.

Urquhart was quite violent—carried away by his feelings, the

young man said—but Miss Arnold was very haughty and
determined; she couldn't have been prouder had she been a

duchess."

This revelation throws a new light upon my father's character.

I did not think passionate love was in his line, even when he

was ten years younger. And that he could be in love with the

poor dependent while the millionaire heiress was in the house,

to be wooed and won. That was strange. And then, when this

poor girl was dead, he had set himself to win the heiress—and

had failed dismally.

I asked Ferriby if she and her fellow-servants believed in Mr.

Mountford's guilt.

" I'm afraid there's no doubt about it, miss," she answered,

shaking her head. " He was the nicest of gentlemen—but he

was not a bit like himself that day—several of us saw the change

in him—and he must have killed her in a fit of madness. They
say his poor mother was mad for many years, and died in a

madhouse. If he wasn't guilty why should he run away ?
"

Yp, that flight of his was the strongest evidence against

him.
" Was no one else ever suspected ? " I asked.

" No one, miss, not by any of us—but Sir Joseph, he woutd
T
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never believe that Mr. Motmtford was the murderer. He told

the steward so. He believed that the poor young lady was

killed by a tramp, for the sake of the jewellery she was

wearing."
" Was her jewellery taken ?

"

"No, miss—not a thing—but then, Sir Joseph said the

murderer must have been surprised by Mr. Mountford's

approach before he had time to rob his victim, and had slipped

off through the wood without being seen by the two stablemen

who were searching for the poor young lady. That was Sir

Joseph's idea, but we didn't see it. If Mr. Mountford was

innocent he'd no call to run away—even if those who were

interested in him over-persuaded him."
" You mean your mistress," said I.

The woman nodded significantly.

" Yes, miss, my mistress and Mr. Urquhart were both mixed

up in it. They acted for the best, no doubt—but if the poor

gentleman was innocent they made him look guilty."

They made him look guilty. I have thought of those words

a good deal since her ladyship's maid uttered them.

May not one of those concerned in the wretched man's flight

have meant to damage him rather than to aid ? There can be

no doubt of Miss Higginson's good faith—but my father's motive

is not so obvious.

I'm afraid I am as much of a ghoul as Ferriby, for ever since

that young woman brushed my hair last night I have been

haunted by the image of the handsome, amiable young man
tormented by one of the direst diseases that afflict humanity—

a

disease which can change the man who would not hurt a worm
into a bloodthirsty murderer.

So haunted have I been all day by that ghastly suggestion of

a kindly and courteous gentleman suddenly transformed into

a human wild beast, that I have been absolutely unable to stay

quietly indoors, least of all to endure solitary confinement with

Lady Selina, which I should have had to endure if I had not

taken the key of the fields.

Lady Penrith retired to her own room after breakfast, with
the meagre excuse of having letters to write. I believe she
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does really cover reams of note-paper in the course of her
correspondence with innumerable aunts and cousins, among
tbe latter of whom there is always one who is just engaged or

just going to be married, and who requires extra sympathy and
something magnificent in the way of a wedding present. Eut
I doubt if aunts or cousins are profiting much by her ladyship's

present seclusion, as I shrewdly suspect that her only corre-

spondent is Mr. Coverdale, and that she sits in her morning-

room waiting for " wires " from that clerical knight-errant.

I left the Castle soon after her disappearance, and in my
purposeless wanderings on the moor whom should I meet but

Mr. Dewsnap, the family doctor, the dapper bachelor who
attends her ladyship and my uncle for any small ailment, and

who generally has a patient or two among the Castle household.

He has been allowed to look at my tongue and feel my pulse

on one or two occasions, and has been disappointed to discover

me a wiry little person, never good for more than three visits.

He was riding an elderly white pony, but at the sight of my
trim tailor gown and toque jumped off and put the bridle over

his arm. He looks about forty, an elderly young man, very

neat in his dress; with, I fancy, some pretension to lady-

killing : and, above all, he is an inveterate gossip. He seemed

delighted at the opportunity of talking to me. For Mr. Cover-

dale I may be only a plain young woman ; but for the family

practitioner I am the young lady of Killander Castle, an earl's

niece, and worthy of attention. Under ordinary circumstances

I should certainly have kept him very much in his place, and
he would have remounted his ancient steed in five minutes

;

but in my present mood I was delighted to get a talk with

a man who could tell me all about that horrible malady which

I had been brooding upon in connection with Brandon Mount-

ford.

\\c talked of the weather, and then I said, casually

—

" No doubt you are able to read all the local meteorological

signs, for I am told you have lived in this neighbourhood for a

good many years."

" Except when I was walking the hospital in London, I havo

hardly ever lived anywhere else," answered he. " My father

had the only good practice between here and Workington. I
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began my professional career as his assistant, and I have con-

tinued it as his successor. I doubt if I shall ever extend my
travels beyond these hills and moors. A country practice gives

a vast variety of experience."

" No doubt. Tou must have seen many curious cases in all

these years," said I, walking slowly along the footpath, while

the medico sauntered at my side, and the medico's horse crept

along, cropping the russet sward as he went. " I wonder if

you remember that terrible event at Ellerslie Park, ten years

ago
"

" If you mean the murder of Marie Arnold it would not be

easy for me to forget it," replied the doctor. " I was acquainted

with that unfortunate young lady. She was the most beautiful

woman I ever saw."
" Was she handsomer than my aunt, Lady Penrith ?

"

" Quite another style of beauty—a more brilliant style

—

distinctly southern—a richer colouring. I own to a weakness

for rich colouring"—he looked at my drab complexion, hesitated,

and added, " though where there is an intellectual expression,

where mind lights the face, colouring is of secondary importance."

Oh, with what weariness of spirit have I heard that specious

lie about my intellectual expression—heard it from the lips of

men who have shown in every look that I was of no more

account in their sight than if my face had been cut out of wood.

" I see you greatly admired that poor girl," said I.

Mr. Dewsnap's only answer was a profound sigh.

" Can you believe that Mr. Mountford was her murderer ?
"

I asked.

" My dear Miss Urquhart," cried the creature, growing dis-

gustingly familiar, " I can believe anything of an epileptic

subject, just as I can believe anything of a madman. From the

moment I knew Mountford was epileptic, and heard of his low
spirits and discomposure on the day of the murder, I had little

doubt of his guilt. That gloomy agitation presaged an attack,

and there is no doubt that alone in the Avood the devil of

epilepsy seized upon him, and as the- fit passed it left him like

the demoniac of old, panting with fierce impulses, thirsting for

blood. And with that savage rage upon him he met that poor
girl, seized her as the tiger seizes its prey, and killed her more
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swiftly than the tiger kills. I have thought it all out—the

image of the victim has haunted me."

He stifled a sob, and I began to feel more kindly towards

him.
" Yes," he continued, after a pause, " the man whom I had

only seen as a calm and well-mannered gentleman was the fiend

who killed Marie Arnold—the same but not the same. And
when the deed was done he fell down beside his victim, ex-

hausted, in a comatose sleep, on awakening from which memory
was a blank. He might remember nothing of that savage

crime—he might feel nothing but a confused sense of trouble."

" Have you heard what became of him after his escape from

the lock-up ? " I asked.

" No one in this neighbourhood has any actual knowledge of

his fate. He may have been landed somewhere along the coast,

within a few miles of Ardliston, before the fishing boat in which
he left came to grief ; but the general idea is that he went down
with the skipper and his crew. Nothing has ever been heard

of him since that night by anyone about here."

" Then it would seem likely that he was drowned. Or
might he not have left the country—gone back to Africa, for

instance?"
" Yes, that would be probable enough, if they were able to

land him before the worst of the storm."

We had come to the junction between the footpath and the

Ardliston road, and here the doctor bade me good-day, remounted
his pony, and trotted homewards, while I turned my face towards

the Castle, where I arrived only a few minutes before luncheon.

I was surprised to find the station brougham waiting at the

door, with a portmanteau, a small black trunk, and a travelling

bag on the roof.

" Who is going away ? " I asked the groom, though the S. P.

painted in bold red letters upon the portmanteau left no room
for doubt.

" Her ladyship is leaving by the 2.40 train, ma'am."
" For London ?

"

The groom did not know. I ran into the house, and to tho

dining-room, where I found Lady Selina and her niece, the

elder lady evidently out of temper, the younger grave and
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composed, but very pale, and with that eager look in her eyes

which has distinguished her of late.

" What wonders are happening/' I exclaimed. " To think

of you deserting us like this, aunt ! Are you going to London? "

" Not nearly so far."

" Where then—if one may venture to ask ?
"

" One may ask anything, Cora, but my movements are so

uncertain that it is hardly worth while entering into particulars.

I hope to be home again in a day or two. If there should

be any need to write to me my aunt has an address that will

find me."
" What shall we do without you ?

"

" I dare say you will contrive to exist."

A servant appeared at the dining-room door.
" Are my things in the carriage—is Ferriby there ?

"

" Yes, my lady. Eingdon says it is time for you to start."

Kingdon is her ladyship's particular coachman. His office is

to drive her, and no one else, and to be waited upon and worked
for by three or four underlings.

" You had better let me go with you, Sibyl," said Lady Selina

as if following up a previous request.

"Impossible. Take care of yourself, auntie, and of Cora."
" How shall I explain your absence to Penrith ?

"

" I have explained—in a letter. Good-bye."

She kissed her aunt, gave me a friendly nod, and hurried

away. We both followed to the hall, and stood disconsolately

watching as the brougham drove away, with Lady Penrith

inside, and Lady Penrith's confidential maid with her.

Most women in her position would have a highly-trained

Parisian, with fairy fingers for the adjustment of ribbons or lace,

and with fine taste in hair-dressing. Lady Penrith has kept the

woman who came to her from a village school, and who has been

in her service for over ten years. If one were inclined to think

evil one might suspect her ladyship of some secret reason for

keeping this woman about her. Old servants are not to be

lightly dismissed. They know too much.

But I must add that Ferriby spoke of her mistress with a
frankness and freedom which one would not expect if there were
any secrets in Lady Penrith's life.
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Lady Selina ate her luncheon in silence, evidently out of

temper with her niece and things in general. She sent away
some roast pheasant because it was too high ; she objected to

the fricasseed fowl because the mushrooms in the sauce were

underdone.
" I think Lady Penrith has about as bad a chef as money

could buy for her," said Lady Selina; "and I have observed

that the higher wages people give the worse cooks they get.

We had a cordon bleu at Basingstoke House for forty pounds a

year. My father couldn't afford a man cook ; but we had better

dinners than people who were giving three hundred a year to

a chef—better everyday food I mean, my dear."

And then the spinster thawed, aud read me a long lecture

upon the management of a great house, which I fear can

never be of the slightest use to me. A shabby London lodging

or a tiny villa in a dusty suburb is the only home I can see

waiting for me in the dismal desert of my future. Lady Selina

ate an enormous luncheon in spite of her abuse of the cook,

and talked for nearly an hour about the folly of masters and

mistresses and the iniquity of servants: of her nieces who
managed well, and her nieces who managed ill; till I found
myself upon the point of dropping asleep.

I proposed a drive before tea. Lady Selina has scarcely

finished her lunch when she begins to look forward to her tea.

No, she didn't care about driving. There were only two
tolerable drives, and she knew them both by heart. She would
eit by the fire and get on with her work. So by the fire I left

her—promising to go back to her at tea-time—and went to the

billiard-room. My uncle had gone out shooting by himself

directly after breakfast, and was not likely to return till dusk,

so I had the room and the table to myself, and I gave myself

an hour's practice, making the most brilliant flukes and some
really clever cannons, and accomplishing the spot stroke six or

seven times in succession. It is wonderful how good a game I

can play when I have no opponent and no gallery.

An hour of this work tired me, so I put on my hat and set

out on another ramble. My mind has been so thoroughly

unhinged of late that nothing but a long walk seems to do mo
any good—a long, lonely walk in a wild, bleak landscape.
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No doubt Lady Penrith has gone to Keswick. The 2.40 train

stops at Keswick. I looked at Bradshaw in the hall on my way
to the billiard-room. She has gone to join Coverdale. There

is something mysterious going on in which he is her agent and

preux chevalier. Were she a different woman, were he another

man, I might suspect a guilty intrigue ; but if I could suspect

her of evil I could not believe evil of him. If ever there were

truth and candour to be found in mankind they are to be found

in John Coverdale. He is a King Arthur among priests.

Oh, if I had but been handsome ! Oh, if he had but cared

for me ! How I would have cast off this slough of wickedness

which has gradually grown over my mind and heart, and would

have emerged from the dismal swamp of past experience a good

woman, purified by his love, ennobled by sympathy with his

noble nature

!

I cannot imagine evil where he is concerned; so I can only

think that secret business which engages Lady Penrith and her

friend has some relation to her past life—to the romance of her

girlhood—to the tragic story of Brandon Mountford.

My idea is that the man has come back from Africa, and that

Lady Penrith and Mr. Coverdale are engaged in finding some

safe retreat for him, some secluded spot where he may be out

of reach of the law.

The afternoon has been dull and bitingly cold, and I am
sitting as close as I can to the cosy fire in my comfortable room
—half dressing-room, half boudoir—whose thick walls keep out

wind and weather, a very comfortable room : indeed there are

no comforts or luxuries lacking in my life at Killander Castle,

and if it were not for the uncertain tenure by which I hold

these things, the dependence upon her ladyship's liking, I

might be happy. Happy, quotha, with such a father at my
door ! Happy, with the gnawing knowledge that my plain face

cats me off from the golden chances that lie all along the path-

way of a pretty woman's life—like the enchanted apples that

distracted Atalanta.

When I came in at half-past five I found to my great relief

that Lady Selina had a headache, and was lying down, so I

came straight to my own snug room threw some logs on the
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fire, and had my tea-tray, with a pile of those delicious little

pastry cakes which the still-room maid makes to perfection,

brought to me here, and here I am at a quarter to seven still

scribbling the record of the day, for my own amusement only.

I find an undiminishing interest in this volume, and the facility

with which my pen runs along the page makes me think that

I shall some day blossom into a novelist.

I see myself ten years hence a spinster novelist, in a snug
little house—in Mayfair. The merest doll's house would do,

provided it were in a smart street. That would not be half

so bad. My father might be dead by that time. I am not

calculating on his death in a cold-blooded manner; but we are

all mortal, and it is only natural that I should look forward to

the years when I may stand alone in the world, free from a tie

that galls me, but perhaps without a friend.

I must be a fool if I quarrel with the one friend who has1

made life pleasant for me—a fool if I let envy and all un-

charitableness set me against Sibyl Penrith—yet when I see

her absorbing John Coverdale's attentions, see her spoiling

what might have been my chance of winning his affection, it

is very difficult for me not to hate her. To see her so hand-

some, so richly provided with all the good things of this world,

so scornful of the wealth for which most of us are ready to

sell our souls to Satan! I can't help remembering that she

has done nothing to deserve this good fortune except take the

trouble to be born, as somebody said of a French patrician.

Well, at any rate, let me think twice before I do anything to-

forfeit her friendship. I won't be in any hurry to tell my
lather of this sudden journey of hers. It is clear to me now
that he means mischief.

I am worried and perplexed by his hanging about this

neighbourhood—living almost in hiding at the inn at Ardliston

— and I shall feel it a profound relief when ho is gone. Why
should he linger here? Ho can hardly mean to make a further

appeal to my uncle, to be again insulted and repulsed.

What a hard-hearted wretch Penrith must bo! Granted

that my father behaved badly in his courtship of the heiress.

What superior merit can the Earl boast of oa his own
part? He too wanted the fortune much inoro than xl\o
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lady, and I daresay would have stooped to any meanness to

win her.

I saw my father this afternoon—saw him amusing himself

in his solitary way, just like his brother, who I believe is

happier now the house party has gradually melted away, and

he can prowl over the hills alone with his gun and dogs than

he was when he had his friends about him, and when the great

stone hall used to echo their talk and laughter as they set out

in the morning.

I was walking along the topmost ridge of the hill in the

keen frosty air when I caught sight of my father in the valley

below, crossing a stubble field with his gun under his arm—

a

gun, but no dog.

Could he be poaching, I wondered ? I know so little of the

game laws that I don't know whether it would be poaching

on his part to shoot any bird that he chanced upon in those

fields ; but as I believe all the land round here belongs to my
uncle, and as they are ill friends, I concluded that the Honour-

able Hubert Urquhart, heir presumptive to the title and estates,

can be no better than a common poacher when he knocks down
a pheasant on his brother's land. Heir presumptive, quotha

!

In reading the description of some sprig of nobility's marriage

the other day, I read that, as heir presumptive to the Duke
of Dash, he had been handsomely provided for by that noble-

man. As heir presumptive ! All that my father has received

as heir presumptive is what Lady Penrith's nephew would
call "the dirty kick out." Hideous slang, no doubt, but it

best expresses the treatment the younger brother received from

the elder—as heir presumptive.

The sky was darkening, and the hard ground was hardening

under the frosty wind. I saw my father creeping along by
the low stone wall, with his gun, stopping to look about him
every now and then, intent on pheasants, no doubt. There
was nothing left of the sun but a low yellow light behind the

dark shoulder of the moor, and eastward the shadows of evening
were stealing over the leaden-coloured sea; but there was light

enough for me to watch my father's movements. He was
queer1

j dressed, and looked like a keeper or even a keeper's

un:.erling. It amused me to watch his movements, with a
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touch of contempt for the sporting instinct which could gratify

itself at the sacrifice of self-respect. To steal the birds upon
the land of a man who had heaped insult upon him—and that

man his brother

!

He passed through a gap in the stone wall into a second

field—a field I know well, for it skirts the footpath by which
the shooters often come down the hill on their way home, and
along which I have tramped with them many a time. How
merry we have been sometimes along that path ; what trifles

have set us in a roar ! That little sub is an amusing little

beast, and I'm afraid I used to laugh at his jokes with a

frankness that disgusted the Beverend. John if he happened
to be with us—not that there was anything really wrong in

the jokes—only a touch of vulgarity, a flavour of the messroom
and the stables. But men like John Coverdale are so easily

scared; and then there is all the difference between a pretty

woman and a plain one. From Beauty's lips even the slang

of the saddle-room has a charm. Human nature has such

strange " sports " and varieties. There are men—starched prigs

like John Coverdale—who are fascinated by their opposites,

and who make themselves the world's wonder by choosing a
wife out of the gutter; but such men are poor invertebrate

creatures, in spite of the starch. Their prim propriety is only

outside wear. Not so with John Coverdale. With him it is

the whiteness of a lofty spirit. He is firm as a rock, knows
his ideal, and will accept nothing less pure and perfect ; and
he has found his ideal in Lady Penrith, whom he can't marry,
but whom he can worship.

The thought of those homeward walks in the twilight with

him, in those hours when he condescended to talk with mc
as a friend and intellectual equal, and when I felt myself

another creature—the very thought of that past, so recent, yet

so far away, made me melancholy. I am not prone to the

melting mood, but there were tears in my eyes as I watched

my father stealing along by the stone wall towards the high

tangled hedge which divides the field from the footpath—one

of the few real rustic English hedges about here, where the

fields arc so large, and for the most part bounded by ugly

stone walls.
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What a stealthy air a solitary sportsman has ! How much
more like a poacher my father looked, creeping along under

the shadow of the hedge, waiting for his chance, no dog to

point, or to put up his bird for him ; only the chance of some
belated pheasant lumbering heavily home to its cover, or rising

scared at the sound of those stealthy footsteps.

It seemed very poor sport to my mind ; but I can imagine

that my father may feel a malicious pleasure in shooting a

brace or two of Penrith's pampered birds—which are said to

cost him half a guinea apiece—almost within earshot of the

Castle.

He was not very lucky while I watched him, for he only fired

once, just as I was turning my footsteps homeward across the

open moor.

Only one shot ! How it echoed along the silent valley, with

a sharp, rattling sound, which set a regiment of rooks screaming

and chattering high above my head in the grey evening gloom.

The cold grew sharper with the sinking of the sun, so I hurried

home as fast as I could to my snug room and rousing fire and

plenteous tea-table. Assuredly in choosing between my father

and Lady Penrith, I should be a fool if I were to hesitate as to

where my loyalty should be given.

Eight o'clock, and I am only half dressed. No matter, for

there will be nobody sitting down to dinner in the Castle

to-night.

I was in the midst of my dressing when I was startled by a

tremendous ringing of bells and opening and shutting of doors

below. Could Lady Penrith have returned unexpectedly ? No,

it must be something more than that. The sudden .arrival of

a whole family could hardly cause such a noise of hurrying

footsteps and ringing of bells as I heard reverberating through

the stone hall and corridors. I flew out to the gallery to listen,

wrapped in my dressing-gown, with my hair streaming—and

stood there trying to make out the meaning of those sounds

—

but they gradually died away into silence, and I was none

the wiser.

An inexplicable terror was upon me. My hands were shaking
then, when I knew nothing, my teeth chattering, almost as
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badly as my hand shakes now, as I write this, now that I know
the worst.

Agonised with that dreadful uncertainty, I went along the

gallery to the great open space at the top of the staircase,

hearing low murmurs of several voices and the heavy tread of

feet upon the stairs, as I hurried on. I knew what that tread

meant— they were carrying something upstairs.

The something was Lord Penrith. Four men were carrying

him—slowly—very slowly—up the broad staircase to his bed-

room, and he lay in their arms without sound or movement of

so much as one finger of the hand that swung loosely from the

sleeve of his dark grey shooting jacket.

I drew back into the shadow, and saw that awful group pass

by almost in silence, while a servant who had gone in advance

opened the door of the bedroom, and lighted the lamps inside.

They passed in with their burden, and the door was shut.

I ran downstairs, and found plenty of people standing about,

eager to tell me what had happened.

He was dead. It was an accident, a common kind of accident,

which might have been avoided by the most ordinary precaution

on his lordship's part. He had been found shot through the

heart and lungs, lying across a gap in a hedge, his gun by his

side, one charge exploded. It was the old story of a sportsman

scrambling through a hedge with his loaded gun in his hand.

His lordship had dismissed the keeper late in the afternoon,

and had walked homewards alone. The keeper thought he

would have gone the shortest way, by the footpath—but instead

of that he must have taken a somewhat wider round, and
skirted the big turnip field to get into the footpath by the gap

at the lower end—a gap which the shooters had used very

often that season.

They were all eager to give me the details. His favourite

Clumber spaniel had been with him, and had come back to the

Castle in a cowed and frightened condition, which had piven

the first alarm at the kennels, the men seeing that something

was wrong with the dog, and apprehending an accident to

his master.

And then the stablemen started in a body to search the

homeward track, and found their master in the hedge at the
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bottom of the bill. A stone wall divides the turnip field from
its neighbours on three sides. There is only the hedge by the

footpath—almost the only hedge upon his lordship's estate,

moaned the house-steward.

Why do I place these things on record ? God knows. My
hand shakes so that it is difficult to write. My fire is nearly

out—I sit shivering beside the smouldering logs, and my room
which looked so bright and cheery an hour ago is now the

picture of desolation. The north-east wind is shrieking outside

my window.

I shall write no more in this journal. I close the book for

ever this miserable night. My heart is frozen.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

DEATH IN LIFE.

The telegram that had summoned Lady Penrith upon her

mysterious journey early on that fatal November afternoon was

of the briefest.

" Found. Come as soon as you like. I wait here for your

reply.—Coverdale, Lodore Hotel, Keswick."

The reply was decisive

—

" I start for Keswick by the 2.40 train to-day."

Mr. Coverdale was waiting on the platform when the train

arrived. The grave kindly face seemed like a welcome, and
Lady Penrith felt cheered and sustained by his greeting. He
had a carriage waiting for her, looked after her maid and her

luggage, and then took his seat beside her, and spared her all

agitating questions by telling his story at once, and fully.

" In the first place, I have found him," he said—" plain facts

first, and details afterwards. I have found him—he is despe-

rately ill—a changed man from the man you remember at

Ellerslie. You must bear that in mind, Lady Penrith. You
have to prepare yourself for a terrible shock in seeing him after

ten years which have done more to alter him, poor fellow, than
twice the number would in a happy life."

"Desperately ill—so ill, so changed," she faltered, trying to
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keep back her tears. " Tell me the worst—don't be afraid to

tell me. Will he know me again? Is his mind affected? "

" Seriously affected, I fear. I would not say that reason is

altogether gone, but it is no longer a sane mind. There are

hallucinations, alternating with a dull apathy. The treatment

may not have been cruel—has not been actively cruel—for there

have been intervals since yesterday in which he has talked

rationally, and answered all my questions about his life at St.

Jude's with perfect clearness—but it has been the worst possible

treatment for such a case as his."

" It has been murder—deliberate murder, and those people at

St. Jude's have acted as hired murderers."
" Mr. Carpew has been your brother-in-law's paid agent. I

think there is no doubt of his guilt in that degree. Mr. Urqu-
hart has an extraordinary influence over him—some stronger

hold than money. But it is not worth while to enter upon that

question. The wrong has been done, and cannot be undone.

It is possible that this poor fellow might have degenerated

—

in bodily and mental health— under the happiest circum-

stances."

" What does the doctor say—no doubt you have called in a

doctor?"

"The man of highest repute in the neighbourhood. He
considers the case one of epilepsy, pure and simple—epilepsy in

that severe form in which the frequent attacks tend towards

lunacy, and too often result in lunacy. He does not think the

patient likely to be long lived."

" Long lived, a life of misery ! Oh, God ! to think of what ho

was when I knew him ! Oh, if you could have seen him then,

Mr. Coverdale—young, handsome, a king among men—his

mind so highly cultivated—knowing and loving all the books

I loved. So full- of enthusiasm—telling us of adventures that

showed such courage and ready wit—unconsciously, for he was

the last of men to boast of what he had done. And now you

tell me that he is a wreck—a wreck in mind and body— a-

creature to be pitied. To hear you speak of him just now as

' this poor fellow '
"

She burst into tears, crashed and humiliated, as if Brandon

Mountford's humiliation bowed her proud head to the dust.
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"Pray, bear with me," she said, as Coverdale murmured some
consoling commonplace, hardly knowing what he said, his heart

aching for her as it had never ached before for a woman in

sorrow. " Think what it is for me to have loved him—as I did

love him—these lips told him so—only a few hours before Marie

Arnold's death—and to find him—thus. Bsar with me, Mr.

Coverdale. You are a good man, my true, kind friend—the only

friend I can look to now."

Coverdale was silent, not daring to trust himself to speech in

answer to that declaration of friendship.

"How did you find him?" she asked, after a pause.

They were driving along the road by the lake, through the

drizzling rain. An expanse of dark grey water stretched in

front of them, with mountains on either side, and wintry gloom

brooding over mountain and lake.

" It was not easy—but still it only required patience and the

following up of every clue. I have had to hunt for people in

the East End, and I have found out that there is only one way
of doing it. I had the Keswick police to help me—two men
who know the neighbourhood for a good many miles round, and

with their help I soon discovered traces of him. The arrival of

an invalid gentleman and his friend at a lonely farmhouse on

the further side of Buttermere had been heard of at an inn in

the neighbourhood—an inn used by excursionists in summer,
but almost deserted at this time of the year. We found the

man who drove them there. Not one of the flymen who
ordinarily meet the trains, but a man from a livery yard,

engaged by telegram overnight. Had one of the station flies

been employed, we should have made our discovery much
sooner, for naturally my first inquiries were among those

men."
" What kind of a place—what kind of people ? " asked Sibyl.

" A decent farmhouse ; very lonely, a place to hide in

—

decent kindly people, anxious to do their best for their charge,

I believe. He had been sent to them by Mr. Carpew, whom
they had known years ago, when they had a farm near St.

Jude's—a farm on your father's estate. They knew nothing of

the man who brought him, had never seen him before to their

knowledge, but they knew Mr. Carpew, and were willing to
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oblige him. They were to be piid for the gentleman's board
and lodging, and for a man to look after him, and all that was
wanted was seclusion and secrecy. The poor gentleman had
relatives who wanted to put him in a lunatic asylum, and who
would perhaps make out a case of lunacy against him if they

could get hold of him, though he was by no means a lunatic.

Mrs. Holloway, the farmer's wife, seems a kindly soul, and her

sympathies were aroused by this story."

"Thank God, he has not fallen among thieves—so far as

these people are concerned. Are you taking me to him—
now 9»

" I am taking you to the hotel, where I have engaged rooms
for you. I hope you will rest quietly for to-night—and to-

morrow morning we will start for the farm as early as you
like."

" Why should I wait till to-morrow ? I am longing to see

him—to know the worst about him. You tell me he is ill—

a

broken man. Your manner implies that he is "very ill. He
may die before to-morrow morning ; and then I shall go down
to my grave without having seen the man my foolish unreasoning

love helped to ruin."

" Lady Penrith, you must not look at this story in that light.

No one can tell what influence surrounding circumstances may
have had upon him. It is possible that he was doomed to

suffer as he has done—that in the brightest lot his fate would
have been the same. And if he committed the crime for which

he was arrested
"

"No, no, no ! He did not commit that crime. Don't speak

of it. I am angry at the thought of my own folly—the Aveb of

lies in which I was caught. Let us go to the farm at once.

We can stop at the hotel, just to get rid of Ferriby and the

luggage, and then drive on."

"Not on a dark night like this. The distance is too long.

The drive would not be without danger, and you would see

the patient at his worst, startled by such a late arrival."

"I want to see him at his worst. I want to know all he has

suffered in those long, dreary years."

" But think what the shock might be for him. He must bo

prepared for seeing you."
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" Is he not prepared already ? Have you told him nothing

of my anxiety about his fate—my bitter grief for his suffer-

ings ?
"

" Yes, I have spoken of you ; but perhaps not enough. Be

assured it will be better for you and for him that you should

defer the meeting till to-morrow."
" You have been so good to me that I cannot disobey you,"

Sibyl answered, with a sigh. " What is the name of the hotel

where I am to stop ? " she asked.

" The Lodore. I thought you would like to be by the lake,

and away from the town."
" Yes. I gave them no address when I was leaving. I was

afraid Penrith might follow me, and interfere in some manner.

I must go back to-morrow afternoon, when we have decided

what is to be done."

" Has Mr. Mountford no near relations ? Is he quite alone

in the world ?
"

" Quite alone. He has no relation nearer than my uncle,

Lord Braemar, and they are only second cousins, a relationship

which does not count for much in a large family like my
grandfather's. I was interested in him for another reason

over and above relationship. His father loved my mother

—

hopelessly—loved her after he was bound to another. His son

told me the story of that sad, hopeless love. Oh, Mr. Coverdale,

forgive me," she said, startled by a stifled sob from the man
sitting by her side ; " pray forgive me if I have touched upon

some sad story of your own "

" No, no ; it was nothing," he said, hastily. " That kind of

story—the idea of a hopeless love, a hopeless grief, manfully

battled with—is always pathetic. You remember Warrington's

story—a mere episode in ' Pendennis.' It moves one more than

all the rest of the book, doesn't it ? Ah, here we are at the

Lodore ; and now I shall leave you to get as much rest as you

can till to-morrow morning."

The carriage stopped in front of the hotel ; Lady Penrith's

maid alighted; the porter took the luggage; lights shone

brightly in the hall Within, with all the stir and bustle of an

important arrival. Head waiter and head chamber-maid were

in eager attendance to show the way to her ladyship's rooms.
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A titled visitor in that dead season of the year was worthy of

exceptional respect.

" I am staying at the Keswick Hotel," Coverdale said, as he

bade good night; "but I will be with you as early as you like

to-morrow, with a carriage and a good pair of horses. You
had better bring your maid. The journey will be long and

tiring; and if we should have a hopelessly wet day "

"I am not afraid of bad weather. "Would eight o'clock be

too early for you to be here ?
"

" Not too early for me. If I can get the livery people to be

astir early, I will be with you at eight. Only I beg that you
will try to rest to-right. They have given you rooms looking

towards the lake, and I hope the sound of the waterfall will be

only loud enough to serve as a slumber-song."
" Do not think of me. You have taken worlds of trouble.

I don't know how I shall ever thank you."

" Don't thank me. I have to take much more trouble at the

East End for duty's sake. It will be my most cherished memory
that you looked to me for help in your anxieties. Good
night."

He did not even stop to shake hands with her, but left her

with a stiff bow which seemed curiously at variance with the

suppressed emotion in his voice. He went back to the carriage

through the rain, and she heard him drive away, leaving her

with the lony evening before her in a strange hotel.

A two hours' drive through the norning mists brought Lady
Penrith and her companion to a solitary farmhouse hidden

amongst the hills, a spot more lonely than oven St. Judo's

Vicarage ; but this rustic homestead, with its group of barns

and stable-yard in the background, and its little garden, where

autumn flowers still lingered, had a more cheerful aspect than

the straggling stone house at St. Jude's, with its walled garden

and gloomy firs.

Brandon Mountford! Yes, this was Brandon Mountford;

this tall wasted figure; this hollow-eyed countenance, with the

downward melancholy lines about the mouth, and the nervous

contraction of the brow, and tho wasted hands that lay in

helpless inaction on the arms of the chair. Sibyl stood gazing

at him in awestrieken silence, almost as she might have looked
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at a ghost. She could find no words to say to him—no words

of pity or affection. Speech seemed frozen. Vainly had
Coverdale sought to prepare her for the shock. The anguish

of the spectacle was not lessened by anything that he had told

her.

The silence lasted for minutes. Coverdale heard the old

clock in the passage ticking solemnly on, as if it were
measuring out a long lifetime, so hopeless seemed the duration

of that agony ; the woman standing statue-like, white as

marble; the man sitting with eyes that gazed idly out beyond

the open window, across the little garden, where the asters and
marigolds made a bank of gaudy colour, to the grey dimness of

great rugged hills.

The mists had cleared from the lower landscape, and the air

in the shelter of the hills had a summer-like softness.

At last, over the blank melancholy of that altered face there

crept a slow vague smile, and Brandon Mountford lifted his eyes

towards Sibyl.

"I knew that you would come," he said slowly. "I knew
that you would understand my message—though I have almost

lost the trick of writing."

" Brandon, you know me, you know me," she cried, sinking

on her knees by his chair, clasping one of his wasted hands,

deadly cold to her touch.

" Know you—yes, of course."

" You have been cruelly treated : but that is all over now.

All that this world can give of happiness shall be yours. It

shall be my care— the object of my life to atone for your
sufferings."

" No, no, there has been no cruelty. It was my doom—the

curse laid upon me. What could they do but hide me—hide

me from my fellow-men—a wretch—a murderer? I have
suffered, but I have had my dreams—dreams of that wild

country where I was so happy—centuries ago—centuries of

weariness and pain. The black faces came back to me in

dreams—the river—the forest. And I have dreamt that you
and I were happy there—you and I sitting together by the
camp fire. I have seen your face in the red light ! And then
the fire has changed to the fire of hell, and I have suffered
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like a soul in everlasting agony. I have suffered for my
crime."

In broken sentences, with piteous entreaty, she protested
against his self-denunciation.

"It is a dream," she said; "a horrible dream. You had
nothing to do with poor Marie's death—except the misfortune
to be the first to find her. You have been the victim of a
diabolical conspiracy—a plot to hide away an innocent man in

order to prevt-nt suspicion falling on the real murderer."
He looked at her curiously, as if lapsing into a reverie in

which her words hardly reached him—looked at her wonder-
ingly, as if her face were strange to him. And then his eyes
wandered away from that earnest, eager face to the gaudy
autumn flowers and the great grave hills veiled in thin white
mist. Alas! it was but too evident that the shadows which
clouded his reason only cleared away now and again for a brief

space, as the autumn haze parted and patches of the hillside

showed clear and bright through a rift in the veil.

" It is not wise to talk to him of that dreadful event," said

Coverdale. " What we have to consider is what is best to be
done for him. The doctor will be here at twelve o'clock. You
may be glad to hear his opinion from his own lips."

" Yes. I should like to hear what he thinks. But ought we
not to have a specialist? We might telegraph to Edinburgh."

" There will be time for that by-and-by. Will you come into

the garden with me "

" What, leave him alone ?
"

" Ho has been accustomed to sitting alone. The woman of

the hou&e is within call. I should like to have a quiet talk with

you out yonder."

Sibyl did not answer him, scarcely heard him, perhaps. She

was looking at Brandon Mountfonl in agonised contemplation.

Whatever there had been of intellect or of power in his face a

few minutes ago had vanished. Weakness, physical and mental,

was all that could be read in that face now, a countenance of

sickly pallor, e\ery muscle relaxed, dull misery expressed in

every languid line.

This was what solitude and silence, the slow decay of mono-

tonous years, had done for Brandon Mountford.
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If Sibyl could have looked back along that dark line of years

—if some magic mirror could have shown her pictures of the

past, what would she have seen ?

First a strong man caught in a trap, fighting with his captors

for release into the free air of heaven, then suddenly subjugated

and rendered powerless, not by their violence or their persua-

sion, but by the fell disease which the horrors and agitations of

his life had intensified, which set its grip upon body and brain

with a force never felt till then.

She would have seen one seizure following upon another, with

brief intervals of languor and exhaustion, till strength was
sapped and intellect weakened—weakened, but not destroyed.

She would have seen a brave man submissive as a child to a

bondage from which he could have broken had he so willed

—

submissive because despairing. He was told that he was a

murderer, that a warrant was out against him, that to escape

from that dull prison house, that life of hopeless monotony,

might be to doom himself to the gallows, or at best to the

imprisonment of a State mad-house, a felon among felons, a

lunatic among lunatics. She would have seen him—as his

brain weakened, and the power of consecutive thought gradu-

ally diminished—fooled by the hope of release. He should be

got away, later, when the coast was clear—should be got on

board a steamer and drafted away to that dark continent of

which he dreamt so often, where liberty and life were waiting

for him, among the dark faces, under the tropical sun. Cozened

from day to day, and month to month, and year to year, with

that reiterated " by-and-by," she would have seen him turning

the pages of books that he had once loved—reading and for-

getting what he had read ; she would have seen him gradually

losing count of days and months and years, till time was one

long blank, and his life knew no change save the change from

heat to cold, and back to heat again—from sunshine pouring in

at his open windows to the early darkness of endless winter

nights—from the dark, iron blank where the firelight had leapt

and sparkled so merrily, to the welcome fireglow coming back
again to fill the dull black void. No changes save the rain

whipping the window panes—the wind roaring over the distant

sea, or shrieking in the chimney. There was thunder sometimes
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—a thunder peal that shook the house, and made him wish that

the roof would crack and the walls crumble, and bury him
among dust and ruin, and so make an end of this dull blank

space and time which seemed to be endless—infinity space-
infinite time. He repeated the words sometimes as if they had
been a formula—"Who disputes that either is infinite ? I have

proved them both," he said ; for not only did time seem endless,

immeasurable, but in his frequent periods of hallucination

space also seemed without limit, and his weary spirit wandered

in worlds that knew neither change nor boundary, neither night

nor day—dim greyness, peopled by silent ghosts—an endless

labyrinth, or a wide stretch of barren sand leading to a horizon

that was always the same, and yet for ever receding. The
commonest dreamer in a dream of a minute can invent and
people a place unknown to his waking intelligence—but in the

diseased brain that dreaming power, increased a hundred-fold,

becomes a source of unspeakable suffering, a well-spring of

horror.

And what of his more rational hours ; those longer intervals

between one attack and another, when there was time for

the brain to regain some touch of reasoning power? Alas!

those hours of reason and remembrance were the worst of all,

for in those he believed himself Marie Arnold's murderer,

recalled the image of the corpse in the wood, brooded over the

cruelty of such an end to that bright young life, and the shame

and disgrace of the crime—disgrace reflecting upon all who were

of his name and blood.

"Better that I should rot in this seclusion," he told himself

in those waking hours, "than that I should go out into the

world to set men talking of my crime. Tet if it were possible

—if I could get clear of England without scandal—could get

back to the Zambesi and my faithful Kaffir boys, they would

hardly think worse of me for that story of bloodshed. They

would only pity me as the victim of witchcraft."

And in such an interval, when his custodian came to him

with the meal which only Mr. Carpcw or his wife ever served

to the mysterious "boarder," Brandon Mountford would urgo

the fulfilment of that reiterated promise. Surely the time had

come when he might go away. Whatever watch had been kept
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upon the bouse must have ceased long ago. He had lost all

count of time, but he knew that it must be long—and he looked

down at bis clothes, which had been replaced by ready-made

garments more than once since he came there, and which yet

were threadbare and worn at the edges. He looked at his

wasted bands, where the muscles had been so firm and the flesh

so hard and brown, in those old days by the salmon river. Yes,

it was long, very long. Suspicion, watchfulness, must have been

worn out long ago. Why could he not get away ?

The Vicar bad various excuses. The danger was not over.

His lodger was a marked man. Any movements in that lonely

spot would excite curiosity. And then there was the question

of money. It would cost a good deal of money to get him out

of England—to pay his passage to the Cape.
" And you wouldn't like to land there penniless/' said the

Yicar.

Penniless, yes—penniless under those stars. He would not

fear. Besides, be bad friends in London—friends who would
gladly help bim—men to whom money was of no account—if

he could remember their names, or where to find them.

Ah, there was the agony ! He could not remember. Names,
localities, even the faces of the past were lost in the thick mists

of forgetfulness. Faces haunted him—faces appeared to him
—rooms in which he seemed to have lived—gardens whose every

tree and shrub seemed familiar—but he could not distinguish

memories from dreams—the things which had been, and were
real even to-day, from the things that his fancy invented.

If Sibyl could have known how, through the clouds that

darkened mind and memory, one image had shone like a star,

unchanged and unforgotten, and that image hers ; if she could
have heard his appeal to his gaoler, repeated day after day,

"Let me see her. Has she had my letter? Have you sent a

messenger to Ellerslie, as you said you would ? " and how, day
after day, he was put off with excuses and postponements. He
was told that she had married Lord Penrith, and was a leading
light in the London world. It was implied that she had for-

gotten her unhappy kinsman, and was indifferent to his fate.

She was abroad—iu the South of France—an assertion that had
been justified by her actual absence in several winters—but the
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same story bad been toM him when she was at Killander Castle.

To-morrow and to-morrow. There had always been the same
promise that his desire should be realised by-and-by—and as

the brain weakened he had grown to believe in that by-and-by,

and to wait and watch for her coming.

He had written mauy such scrawls as the one which reached

her hands—but on that last occasion he had been fortunate in

his messenger, a starveling Jack of all trades who lived in a

hovel at St. Jude's, and did odd jobs for the farmers. The key

had been left in the lock of the garden door for once in a way,

and Brandon, who was allowed to walk alone in this joyless

enclosure, had opened the door unobserved and gone out. He
had no idea of escape now, having been told that escape was

hopeless—he was too weak and helpless even to contemplate

any act requiring prompt decision or sustained exertion. He
only wanted to see Sibyl—to find some messenger who would

carry his appeal.

The garden door opened on the heath, but he could hear the

sound of a pick in the road a little way off, and could see a bent

figure breaking stones. It was the Jack of all trades doing a

spell of parish work— and to him Brandon Mountford entrusted

his message—hastily written upon a fly leaf torn out of

the book he had been reading, as he stood on the windy

road.

He entreated the man to find Lady Penrith—to put that bit

of paper into her hand—her hand, and no other. He offered

his watch as payment in advance for this service, but the man
would not take it. The rough peasant was touched with awe

and pity at sight of that spectral face, and was too honest to

accept so valuable a gift. Half-witted himself, he may have had

some instinctive sympathy with Brandon's clouded mind. Ho
promise I that the letter should reach Lady Penrith, whatever

trouble it might cost him to find her, and ho kept his word with

a dogged faithfulness that would have done honour to the

strongest intellect.

And thus, by the accident of a koy left in a lock—by one act

of forgetfuliiess on Mr. Carpew's part—Brandon Mountford had

been released from a living grave.

" Have you made any plan for his futuro ? " Coverdale asked,
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as he and Sibyl walked up and down beside the privet hedge

which divided the garden from the road.

" I thought if we could take him to Ellerslie he might be

happy there. He could have good servants. I could rely upon
Mrs. Morison's care of him "

"Not to be thought of for a moment!" said Coverdale,

decisively. " In the first place, Ellerslie would recall the tragedy

which changed the current of his life ; the effect upon his mind
might be disastrous."

" True. I forgot that. I have lived down the horror of those

associations myself, and I forgot. Yes ; you are right."

" Ellerslie would never do. Eemember the warrant against

him. Wretched wreck as he is, he might be put through all

the torture of a magistrate's inquiry—might be indicted for

murder, and have to stand his trial—the result, a State mad-
house. Ellerslie would not do."

" No, no ; the risk would be too great. Then what do yon

advise?"
" Leave him where he is for the present

;
perhaps till the

spring. I have made inquiries about these people, and they

bear an excellent character in the neighbourhood—the man a

hard-working tenant farmer, whose father and grandfather

worked on the land before him ; the woman honest and God-

fearing. Their connection with Mr. Carpew is simple enough.

He was curate at the nearest parish church for a year before

* Lord Penrith gave him the living of St. Jude's, and during

that year he became very friendly with the farmer and his wife,

They are kindly people. Mr. Mountford will be perfectly safe

under this roof till we can think of something better."

" But what if the men who brought him here should remove

him somewhere else, and we should lose sight of him again ?
"

" I don't think that will be attempted. In the first place, we

must engage a trustworthy attendant, accustomed to such cases,

who must be responsible to us for his safety, with a man undei

him, to relieve guard. I shall go straight from here to St

Jude's, and after I have talked with Mr. Carpew I don't think

there will bo any further attempt to interfere with this pooi

gentleman's liberty. The Vicar of St. Jude's will see the peril

of his conduct, when I put it before him, as I mean to do."
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" You may frighten him—but he is only the tool of a wickeder

man—a man who will not hesitate at a crime."

And then Sibyl urged the necessity of removing Brandon
Mountford out of the power and beyond the knowledge of the

man who had hidden him from his fellow-men in order to sustain

the suspicion—the almost certainty—that he was the murderer

of Marie Arnold.
" So long as everybody at Ardliston believed in Brandon's

guilt no one took the trouble to look anywhere else for the

criminal," said Sibyl. " That must have been the motive of his

imprisonment. To leave him in the power of Hubert Urquhart

would be madness ; and how can we be sure of his safety so long

as that wretch knows where to find him ?
"

" Mr. Urquhart is your husband's brother. It seems a hard

thing to suppose him such an unmitigated scoundrel."

" Ask my husband for his brother's character, if you doubt my
estimate of him."

" But surely he would not suspect his brother of murder ?
"

" Perhaps not ; but he would tell you he is vile enough to

make any suspicion justifiable where he is concerned. Dear Mr.

Coverdale, there is only one thing to be done. We must get

Brandon out of this man's custody and into our own. Let us
run all risks as to that warrant of ten years ago, and take him
to Ellerslie. He will be safe there with my housekeeper and my
father's trusted secretary, Andrew Orlebar, a man who knows
the whole story, and who would go through fire and water to

help me."
" You cannot take him to Ellerslie, to the scene of the murder,

without arousing curiosity among your neighbours. However

few they are, there are enough of them to talk, and to revive the

old story and the old suspicions. If a few days hence he were

to be arrested, you would be sorry
"

" Yes, yes. You are right. It might be dangerous. Oh, Mr.

Coverdale, what are we to do ? We seem hemmed round with

difficulties. Here is a life—a poor ruined life—which has been

given back to me as if out of the grave. Am I to jeopardise it

—lose it again ? Think, think what can be done. Something

must be done to save him from the villain who plotted against

him, who made me his accomplice, iu my blind folly."
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There was a silence, a silence that seemed interminable tc

Sibyl's anxiety, as John Coverdale walked slowly up and dowr

the shiugly path by her side. She could see that he was deej

in thought, and would not interrupt his cogitations by a word.

Her patience was rewarded presently. He had thought out f

plan, which he submitted to her briefly.

" My father has a shooting-box in Argyllshire. He was then

with some friends in August and September, but the place is

deserted now, except for a keeper with his wife, and a fev

shooting dogs. I will telegraph to the hospital at Carlisle foi

an attendant, wait here till he comes, and when he comes starl

at once for Scotland with Mr. Mountford, if he will trust himsel;

to me. I can instal him in my father's cottage, in the care of the

keeper and his wife, who are old servants, and will implicitlj

obey my orders."

" There could be no better plan, if Lord Workington will lend

you his cottage."

" No difficulty about that. A telegram will settle the business

I must wait here till the attendant comes from Carlisle. You

can return to the Castle this afternoon, and you can send my
telegrams from the nearest office on your way back."

" But to leave you here—to take so much of your time."

" Don't mind that. I was to have been in London to-morrow

afternoon ; but one of my messages will be to the friend who is

taking my duty, asking him to give me one more Sunday. By

Monday or Tuesday I hope to have established Mr. Mountford al

the Hut, and from there I shall go straight to London. You may
believe that I shall not abandon him till I am assured of his

safety."

" I believe in your wisdom and goodness as I believe in Heaven.

I can never thank you enough for what you are doing. He will

thank you, perhaps, some day—better than I can—if the power

to think ever comes back— thank you for life saved, reason

restored."

And then she gave him a cheque for a hundred pounds, which
she had written before leaving the hotel, for travelling and other

expenses. She begged him to be lavish—to use the power or

gold to the utmost. She would send further cheques as they
were needed.
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He smiled his grave sad smile at her eagerness.

" It would be an impertinence on my part to refuse to let you
pay any charges I may incur on your kinsman's account," he

said ;
" but there will not be much money wanted. And now may

I send for your carriage and your maid '? You must be anxious

to be on your way home again. I can write the telegrams while

the carriage is being brought round."
" Yes, there is no time to lose. You will tell the house-surgeon

at Carlisle that the attendant is wanted for a friend of Lord
Penrith. My husband is a supporter of the hospital, and the

authorities will do their utmost to oblige him. But I am to see

the doctor," she said, looking at her watch. " It is past twelve,

and he was to be here at twelve. I must wait to hear what he

says about the journey to Scotland. And I may see Mr. Mountford

once more before I go, may I not ?
"

" Certainly, if you like."

Sibyl went alone to the parlour where Mountford was sitting

ny the fire, while the farmer's wife, a kindly-looking woman,

was laying the table for a meal.

" The gentleman has a very poor appetite," she explained, as

she cut strips of toast to accompany a basin of broth. " It's

difficult to get him to take his nourishment. He's nothing but

skin and bone, poor soul."

Poor soul ! Pity, the pity for a wreck of humanity,—that

was Brandon Mouutford's portion now.

He looked up with a sudden flush, and a brightening of the

haggard eyes.

"Ah!" he cried, as if seeing Sibyl for the first time, "my
messenger found you. Oh, my beloved, how I have waited and

watched for your coming!

"

He stretched out his wasted hands to her in passionate

greeting. He had no memory of half an hour ago, when ho

had greeted her with almost the same words. The evidence

of a decayed intellect cut her to the quick.

The doctor came into the room at this moment—a young

man, but serious and intelligent.

Ho looked at his patient, sat by his side for about ten

minutes, questioning and observing him ; and then went out

into the garden with Lady Penrith.
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" Be frank with me," she entreated. " It is a very bad case,

is it not?"
" Yes, it is a bad case."

"Incurable?"
" One hardly likes to call any disease incurable nowadays.

Medical science has taken to working miracles. Surgeons are

cutting epilepsy out of the brain as they cut cancer out of the

body."
" And with as much, or as little, success."

" With the same possibility of success and the same hazard

of failure, perhaps."
" He ought to be seen by a specialist—a man who has made

epilepsy the study of his life."

" Yes, it would be well, by-and-by, for the satisfaction of his

friends, that this poor gentleman should have the benefit of the

highest opinion. But there will be time enough for tbat when
his bodily strength is restored, if it can be restored, by care and
good nursing."

" You find him seriously, dangerously ill ?
"

" Not dangerously ill, but in a very low and feeble condition

;

in a state which would make any illness dangerous—a chill, a

fever, an attack of bronchitis. He would have no resisting

power."

"He has been cruelly treated, kept in worse seclusion than

if he had been in a madhouse—solitude, silence, dull rooms, no

change of air and scene."

" All very bad, no doubt, in such a case as his."

" And now it is proposed to take him a long journey—to

Argyllshire. Can he bear such a journey ?
"

"Certainly, as travelling is managed nowadays. He might

be taken at night in a sleeping carriage, with the greatest care,

and with some one in attendance to administer stimulants.

There need be no risk in such a journey, weak as he is, if

the drive from here to Keswick is not made too fatiguing."

"Care shall betaken—the utmost care. We are sending to

Carlisle for a nurse, but if you could spare the time to go with

him, to superintend the journey, your fee should be anything

you like to name. In a case of this kind there can be no
question as to expense."
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" You are very good. If he were to travel at night I think I

might spare the time from my other patients ; and my fee should

not be exorbitant. My practice is not a very remunerative one,

and I have no pressing case just now which would make my
absence hazardous. I need not be away more than eighteen

hours, if we travel by the night mail."

"Everything shall be arranged to suit your convenience.

Your presence will be a comfort to me and to Mr. Coverdale,

who is taking my poor cousin to Scotland. And you will see

the attendant, and give him full instructions as to treatment,"

continued Sibyl.

" I will do everything that thought or experience can suggest."

" Then my mind will be at ease about him. Please write to

me immediately after your return, and I shall have the pleasure

of sending you a cheque."

The doctor smiled, for he did not know even the name of

this beautiful woman, whose earnestness and evident affection

for that ruined life impressed him deeply. He asked no ques-

tions, for he knew enough about Lord Workington's son to

know that he had to do with people of good position.

The carriage was waiting in the accommodation lane which

made the only approach to the homestead. Her ladyship's

maid was there, and there were wraps and rugs enough in the

open carriage for a journey to St. Petersburg.

Once again Sibyl went back to the farmhouse parlour, and
alone with Brandon Mountford this time, beat over his chair,

and pressed her lips to his wan forehead.

Oh, God ! the memory of that first kiss in the garden at

Ellerslie, before the coming of sorrow. This might be her last

memory of him. Who can tell? He was passing out of her

sight once more. Who could tell if life would ever bring them

face to face again ?

" Life is so full of sad surprises," she thought, as she drovo

away from that quiet hollow in the hills, remembering the

sudden trouble of ten years ago, and in no wise foreshadowing

that terrible surprise which was waiting for her within the

hour.
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CHAPTEB XXIX.

THE FURIES ON THE HEARTH.

" Fatal Accident to the Earl of Penrith." That was the

sentence—in large capitals upon a newspaper board—which

caught Sibyl's eye as she drove through Keswick on her way to

the railway station. Absorbed in thought, her eyes looked at

street, and shop windows, and people, seeing things, but not

noticing them. Her husband's name ftartled her from that

profound reverie ; that sad comparison of past and present.

Fatal accident ! What accident ? And the word fatal ! What
did that mean ? She called to the coachman to stop, but he

had hardly pulled tip his horses when she let herself out of the

carriage and rushed into the shop. "The newspaper," she

asked, holding out a trembling hand—"the paper with the

account—of the accident
"

The somewhat sleepy shopkeeper, roused from a droning

conversation with a fellow-townsman, wondered at this unknown
lady's pallor and agitation. He stared at her as he handed her

the newspaper, and made no remonstrance when she left the

shop without paying for it.

" Queer," he remarked, as he went on serving stationery to

the customer whose business and conversation had been inter-

rupted. " That must be somebody connected with Lord

Penrith. I shouldu't wonder if it was his wife."

The carriage had not moved on yet. Lady Pmrith was

sitting where the two men could watch her, as she tore open

the paper, looking hurriedly up and down the columns till she

came to what she wanted.

Fatal accident ! What did that word fatal mean ? A limb

shattered—the loss of an eye—some irreparable injury, which

would make life less fair to the sufferer ? Or must that word
signify something worse than lameness or blindness? Had
the word but one significance? Must it mean the end of all

things ?

How long it seemed before she found the column she wanted
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in the eight pages of that flimsy local paper! At last, here it

was, headed in large type, at the top of a column

—

" We regret to report the death of the Earl of Penrith, who
was shot yesterday evening while trying ti pass through a gap
in a hedge on his own estate, at a short distance from Killander
Castle. It is supposed that the trigger of the gun was caught
by a twig in the quickset hedge, and that his lordship's injuries

were immediately iatal. He had been dead some time when he
was found lying in the gap, with his gun near him.

" The earl was in the prime of life, having been born," etc.,

etc., etc.

"Drive on to the station, as fast as you can go—stop, the

man must be paid for his paper," said Sibyl, handing her purse

to Ferriby, who had alighted from the carriage, and was stand-

ing at the door, watching her mistress's agitated countenance.

"There is no hurry; the train will not start any sooner because

I am anxious to be at home. We shall have a long time to

wait."

That delay seemed eternal to Lady Penrith, sitting in the

waiting-room, at first in solitude and silence, then amidst the

bustle of fidgety travellers coming in and going out.

Dead! The husband with whom she had sat at breakfast

yesterday morning, in that formal intercourse which seemed to

the outside world more like an armed neutrality than a happy
marriage. They had always been polite to each other; they

had never frustrated each other's wishes in large things or in

small ; each had enjoyed perfect liberty to take life as pleasantly

as possible ; but each had known, and had not even affected not

to know, that love went for nothing in their union. Penrith

had kept the promise of his courtship. He had been, according

to his lights, a good husband.

Dead ! Could it be true ? Was not that paragraph written

m error, on the first hasty report of the disaster, the extent of

the calamity exaggerated by outsiders in the confusion of the

household? Well, she would know all in a few hours. It had

never occurred to her in her agitation that she might have

telegraphed to the Castle, and received a reply to her questions

half-way on her journey. But during the last five minutes of

waiting Ferriby reminded her that it would be necessary to
x
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telegraph to the stables for her carriage to meet her at the

station, and Ferriby ran to the office with a hastily-written

message.

The inquest had been held at noon, and all was tranquil at

the Castle when Sibyl arrived. Silence and gloom prevailed in

the darkened house—a silence and a darkness as of the grave

where Lord Penrith was to lie before many days and nights

were over.

There had been very little trouble for coroner or jury, very

little room for question or conjecture, nothing mysterious in

the accident they were required to investigate, no room for

difference of opinion. The gun lay on the table before them.

It was passed from hand to hand by-and-by, and those who
handled it were more impressed by the beauty of the weapon
than by any need of considering how it had happened to be

fatal to its possessor. The catastrophe was so commonplace, so

common, a repetition of old experiences, and pointed only to

the familiar moral that it is better for a man to lose a few

seconds in reloading his gun, even if he miss a bird by that

brief delay, than to risk carrying a loaded gun over rough
ground in a long tramp homeward.
Lord Penrith had saved himself a little trouble, and had

thrown away his life. That is how the coroner and the jury

read the story of his death. A sai pity—a man still in the

prime of life
—" hard as nails "—a fine shot, a splendid horse-

man, and in the enjoyment of an estate which it had been the

business of her ladyship's life to bring to perfection.

He had died childless—that was the worst of it ; and his title

and estate would pass to Hubert Urquhart, a man of the worst

possible reputation—gambler, blackleg, profligate, a man who
at the age when a son of a local magnate is generally liked and

looked up to in the neighbourhood of his father's house, had

been hated and despised—a youth who had always preferred

bad company to good, who had taken his pleasures grossly at

rustic race meetings and village fairs ; a man who, while con-

sorting with jockeys and small horse-dealers, had shown no

more respect for his humbler neighbours than if he had been at

Unyanyembi or Ujiji. Never had a young patrician been more
heartily disliked than Hubert Urquhart in Cumberland. He
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had not even the good qualities that should have gone with his

defects. He had affected low company without ever achieving

popularity, even in the saddle-room or at the village inn.

There had been a hardness about him—the Urquhart hardness

—which gave a sting to his jests, and made his familiarity with

inferiors brutal instead of friendly. He had cultivated the

company of grooms and horse-dealers because they amused
him; but he had never disguised his absolute contempt for

them as a lower order of creatures.

Mr. Urquhart appeared on the scene an hour after Lady
Penrith's return. He had come post haste from Perth, where

he had spent the previous night, on his way to the Highlands,

and where he had seen the news of his brother's death in the

morning papers. He sent his card to his sister-in-law, begging

her to see him, to which request she replied in a letter of three

lines.

" No ; not to-day. Three or • four days hence I will see you.

I have something to say about the past, and your part in it."

The funeral was over. All the late earl's tenantry and all

that there was of gentle blood within twenty miles of the

castle had been represented in the long line of mourning car-

riages that followed the open hearse, where the earl's coronet,

on the crimson velvet pall, was touched with gleams of wintry

sunlight as the cortege moved slowly along the moorland road.

Crimson and gold made a splendour in the cold grey nave of

the church at Car-gill, where for many generations the Urquharts

had been buried in a vault underneath the chancel. That

subterranean burial-place had been closed for the . last forty

years, and Sibyl's husband was to lie in his father's grave in

the little cemetery on the hillside, at the end of the village

street.

Hubert Urquhart was chief mourner, and returned to the

Castle to hear the reading of the will, a business promptly

despatched, for the will was of the briefest. The late earl had

only his surplus income to dispose of, and his bequests wero

limited to a legacy of a thousand pounds to his niece, Coralie

Urquhart, a hundred pounds each to his valet and coachman,

and fifty pounds to every servant who had been five years in
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his service. His personal effects, books, pictures, plate, and

jewellery, not heirlooms, he left without exception to his wife.

To his brother and heir presumptive he bequeathed not so

much as a snuff-box or a walking-stick.

Hubert Urquhart stood with his back to the fire, listening to

these details in a gloomy silence. He made no remark when
the lawyer finished, and looked at him doubtfully, waiting his

lordship's instructions.

" Thank you, Grant," he said at last, as if waking from a

reverie. " The will is eminently discreet. My brother had
very little to leave, except such things as were bought with his

wife's money. It is right those things should revert to her.

Go to your luncheon, Grant. I shall smoke my cigar quietly

here. I seldom eat at this time of day."

"But your lordship has had an exhausting morning.

Wouldn't it be better
"

" To eat a heavy meal. No, my dear fellow. But you can

tell a servant to bring me a brandy and soda. Good day to you,

if we don't meet again."

This was a shrewd indication of his lordship's desire that

they should not meet again. The solicitor put the will in his

pocket, and left the room without another word. There was a

new stateliness about his client, whose affairs had compelled

occasional resort to him in the past, and who had been a good

deal more familiar in those impecunious days.

" The new earl is putting on side," mused Mr. Grant ;
" but

he'll soon be coming to me to settle with his creditors. They'll

want twenty shillings in the pound now, and he won't want to

give them as much. I wish I'd bought up a little of his lord-

ship's paper. It might have been had dirt-cheap last week."

The new Lord Penrith smoked his cigar by the library fire,

sitting in a low armchair, in a restful attitude, his long legs

stretched straight before him, his hands thrust deep into his

pockets, his head bent a little. Every now and then his eyes

glanced upward, with a curious look at the spacious room, and
the walls of books which nobody ever read. The late earl's

writing-table stood in front of the great Tudor window, with
the seals upon all the drawers, and all the scattered litter of life

cleared away from the top, leaving the blank emptiness of death.
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It was something to be master in such a house as this—and
the house near Berkeley Square—the house whose doors had
been shut against him for the last ten years, just as inexorably

as the door of this Cumbrian fortress. Ko more shutting of

doors against him, Hubert Urquhart ; no more empty pockets

and importunate Jews, threatening every hurtful process that

was left in the law of debtor and creditor. His troubles were

over. He could stretch his legs by his fireside, smoke the best

cigars that tropical Spain could produce, take his ease. The
days of difficulty were done.

" You hadn't done me a single kindness in your ten years of

prosperity,'' he said, apostrophising his brother's portrait, which

looked down at him from the panel above the mantelpiece.
" You had a good innings, and an easy death. Do you expect

me to be sorry for you, I wonder, if there be consciousness or

knowledge in the place where you are ?
"

The door opened, and the butler ushered in Lady Penrith.

Urquhart dropped his cigar in the fender, and started to his

feet. He had courted this interview, but it was not the less

a shock when the moment came.

He faltered something confusedly, and drew a chair to the

hearth.

" I am not going to sit down," Sibyl said icily. " I told you
I wanted to see you after the funeral. This is your house now.

My carriage is at the door, and as soon as I have said what I

have to say 1 shall leave the Castle for ever."

" My dear Lady Penrith, I hope you understand that this

house, and any other house which I possess, is laid at your

feet."

" Pray spare yourself the trouble of making fine speeches,"

she answered, with a look which should have blighted him.

"You know very well that nothing would induce me to enter

any house that sheltered you, unless I came there to denounce

you, as I might denounce you—as I would, had I not some

regard for the name you bear ; as I would denounce you, even

at the sacrifice of that name, if my faith in God's justice were

not stronger than my faith in a British jury."

The ghastly change in the brazen audacity of his face told

her that he was hard hit. Ho gnawed his nether lip for a
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few moments in silence, looking up at her from under bent
brows, with eyes that would have killed her if hatred could

kill.

" What do you mean ? " he muttered huskily, after that

pause.
" I mean that you are twice a murderer."

He sprang forward a step or two, with his arm lifted and fist

clenched. It cost him no small effort of will and muscle not to

bring that clenched fist down upon the fair pale face, like a
sledge-hammer. He knew that one such blow would kill her,

and he would have liked to kill her. He longed to see her dead
at his feet.

" I am not afraid of your violence. You could do me no more
harm than you have done if you were to kill me. You spoilt

my life. You took all the hope and love and gladness out of

my happy girlhood, so happy till you blighted it. You murdered
my adopted sister, and broke my father's heart."

" I—I—murdered her ? Great God, hear what this woman
says

!

"

" I believe there is a God who hears and will punish your

crimes. It costs you nothing, nothing to call upon a God in

whom you do not believe. I say that it was your hand which

killed Marie Arnold—it was you who wanted to marry her

—

wanted money with her—had tried to make a bargain with my
father, and had been refused—and, goaded by her contempt for

you, that devil of rage and cruelty which has always looked out

of your cold, cruel eyes, took possession of you, and you mur-
dered her. And then, when Fate brought Brandon Mountford

to the spot, and circumstantial evidence pointed to him as the

murderer, it was your interest to confirm that suspicion by

every means in your power—best of all by getting him out of

the way—by making him a fugitive, a prison-breaker. And to

do this you worked upon my feelings—you took advantage of

my love for him, my ignorance of life and its responsibilities.

You made me the instrument of his destruction. And then

came your second murder—the merciless imprisonment of a

man for whom, of all men, a free existence under God's sky
meant health and life—you made his days and nights a dreary

blank—his world a prison of four walls and half an acre of
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gloomy garden. If there was ever murder done on earth that
was murder."

"Oh, you call that murder, do you, Lady Penrith?" said
Urquhart, with a saturnine grin. " I saved a homicidal lunatic

from the gallows—or the criminal ward in a State asylum—

I

put him quietly out of sight, where he was taken excellent

care of by an educated gentleman and his wife—and you call

that murder ?
"

" I say that it was a viler crime than even your murder of

Marie Arnold. That may have been the work of a moment's
fury, an ungovernable impulse of man's wickedness—but the

slow torture of years—the living death which you, the murderer,

inflicted upon an innocent man "

"A man who was taken red-handed by the side of his victim.

My dear Lady Penrith, raving such as this can admit of no
reply. No sane man would take the trouble to argue with you."

He turned his back upon her as he bent down to draw the

smouldering logs together. Beads of sweat had been standing

on his forehead a few minutes ago ; but he was calm and self-

possessed now, and his hard, sbarply-cut face wore its old look

of effrontery.

" I am informed that your friend has been removed from the

quiet retreat in mountain air, and amidst fine scenery, where
I placed him when it was considered that a change might be

useful."

" A change—after ten years of dismal monotony ! A change

—after mind and memory had been blotted out in that dreary

solitude !

"

" Lady Penrith, you are not a doctor, and I am not here to

discuss Mr. Mountford's case with you. If you want to let the

light in upon his history—mental or otherwise—you had better

let the warrant be executed which was issued against him ten

years ago as a suspected murderer. If you believe in his

innocence, you have taken a very inconsistent course in spirit-

ing him away to some hiding-place of your own selection. I

concealed his existence—in his own interests and yours. More-

over, the thing was done at your husband's instigation, and with

your husband's full approval."

Had she been looking at him she would have seen the



312 Thou art the Man.

conception of that lie flash across his face as he began the last

sentence.

Penrith was dead, and might be made responsible for every-

thing.

" God is very patient with you," she said, with a quivering

lip, " but I can endure no more."

She turned from him and left the room, shutting the door

behind her.

His bands shook a good deal as be took out his cigar-case

—

he failed to find it at first, though it was in the usual pocket—
and lighted a consolatory cigar.

" That's what I call a very unpleasant quarter of an hour," he

muttered, " and I thought it was going to be worse."

CHAPTER XXX.

"AND THE DEVIL MAY PIPE TO HIS OWN."

Her ladyship's carriage was at the door, with her ladyship's

coachman on the box. The late earl had had his people, and
the countess her people, and it was only the inferior portion of

the domestic polity which owned allegiance to both. Her lady-

ship's personal possessions—piano, books, bibelots of all kinds

—were packed in readiDess for conveyance to Ellerslie in a

waggon from the home-farm, and before nightfall every trace

of Sibyl's existence would have vanished from the Castle on the

Marches, and the new lord would reign in undisturbed posses-

sion. The doors were open, the footmen were waiting to assist

in their mistress's departure, when Coralie came hastily out of

the billiard-room and approached her aunt.

" Dear aunt, let me go with you. I did not know you were
to leave to-day. I have only just heard about it. And you
would have gone without even saying good-bye."

"I have been too unhappy to think of leave-takiDgs,"

answered Sibyl, coldly. " And I am not going far away—only
to Ellerslie."

" Let me go with you. I won't bore you. I'll try not to be
in your way."
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"Come to the drawing-room, Cora. I shall be ready in five

minutes."

The first sentence was spoken as she moved towards the

drawing-room door : the second sentence was addressed to the

footman who was carrying her wraps, and whose black silk

hose were affording amusement to her ladyship's favourite collie,

whose chain James was holding.

"Now, Cora, let us be plain with each other," said Sibyl,

turning to her husband's niece, with no touch of softness in

voice or face. " What can you want of me? I can understand

that I was useful to you when I took you from a lodging-house

and an out-at-elbows father, but the whole aspect of your life

has changed since last week. Your father is a rich man,

and master of both the houses in which you have lived

lately."

" But he is still—my father," said Coralie, deadly pale against

the dull blackness of her mourning gown.

That dull black was by no means becoming to Cora's sallow

complexion and plain features. Never had her lack of beauty

been more apparent than in this moment, when her lips were

whitened by emotion, and her eyes haggard with weeping.
" Your place is here, Cora, not with me."
" My place is under no roof that shelters my father. I will

never live in the same house with him—never live where I

must see him day by day. I have made up my mind about that.

Yes, you are justiBed in thinking meanly of me. I am a very

Urquhart—a sordid, selfish creature. I like luxury. I revel

in splendour and high living and fine clothes. I abhor poverty.

I see no silver lining to the cloud that hangs over the shabby-

genteel ; but for all that I would rather slave from morning

till night among common drudges in a dressmaker's stuffy work-

room than I would live in this house with my father."

" Is this so, Coralie ?
"

" It is so."

" I have wronged you," said Sibyl, gravely. " I have thought

lately that you were your father's spy, set to watch mymovements,
full of malevolent curiosity

"

" Oh, only think that I admire and love you," cried Coralie,

her sallow face crimsoning. "Whatever I may have been—
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whatever evil there is in my nature—I am honest and true

to-day. I do respect you. I do love you. There have been

hours in this house—in spite of all your goodness to me—when
I have been envious of your fortune, your beauty, jealous of

the worship your beauty won, but," struggling against sobs

that almost choked her, " that is over now. I am resigned to

my fate, resigned to see love pass me by, resigned to ugliness

and spinsterhood ; only I want to live a clean life—to hold no

companionship with a man I cannot respect as a father should

be respected. Let me live with you, Lady Penrith, lou
shan't find me troublesome or boring. I will give you as much
or as little of my society day by day as you like. I will never

pester you with attentions you don't want. I am not without

what people call—resources. I can amuse myself, and walk by
myself, and live by myself, and under your roof I shall be happy

and at ease."

" What will your father say ?
"

" Nothing that he can say will alter my determination never

to live in his house. If you won't harbour me I must earn my
bread somehow, and live by myself."

" Then you shall live with me. I will try to trust you and
believe in you as I did a month ago. But remember that my
life is a broken life. If you live with me you must live

secluded from society—a dreary existence for a girl of your age

—no house-parties in the country—no London season. In your

father's present position he can give you a life of pleasure

and -variety. As an only daughter and mistress of Penrith

House, you will be a personage in London. You may marry

well
"

"No, no, I have made up my mind upon that point. There

shall be no more self-delusions. Let me share your solitude.

Even if there were no other reason—it will be happier for me
than to drink that cup of humiliation which plain girls have

to drink in the gay world—happier than sitting through dance

after dance at the ball of the season—or hearing a crowd
of young men whispering and tittering in the beautiful Mrs.

Somebody's box next my own, while I sit alone, pretending to

listen to the opera. All other considerations apart, rustic

seclusion is the happiest fate for an unattractive girl."
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"You are fond of exaggerating your deficiencies, Cora, but

I won't dispute that point now," replied Sibyl, with a faint

smile. " You can follow me to Ellerslie if you like."

" If I like—I shall go there with rapture. May I go to-night,

as soon as my goods and chattels are packed? "

" To-night or to-morrow, as you please."

"To-night—to-night. It cannot be too soon. You won't

change your mind, and wire to me not to go to you ?
"

" Cora, am I that kind of person ?
"

"No, no; you are as steadfast as a rock. You are all that

is good and noble in womankind, and I will try to be worthy

of your love. I mean you to love me—and trust me—and
believe in me as if I were of your own stainless race."

They went out to the hall door together, and Cora stood on
the steps with the wind blowing her hair off her large intelligent

forehead, till Lady Penrith's carriage vanished in the distance.

It was half-past seven o'clock. Cora's packing was finished,

her trunks and possessions were all carried downstairs, to be

removed with a second waggon-load of Lady Penrith's property,

and Cora was dressed in her sealskin coat and hat ready for

departure in the dog-cart which had been ordered to drive her

to Ellerslie. It would be a long dark drive, but Cora thought

nothing of possible dangers or discomforts on the road. All

she thought about just now was getting away from Killander

Castle.

The billiard-room door was open as she crossed the hall, and

she could not resist going in for a last look round a room in

which she had spent many pleasant hours. The men had been

very gracious to her, even if she were in no wise attractive.

They had laughed at her little jokes and flippant criticisms.

They had taught her to handle her cue, and applauded her poor

little breaks of ten or twelve, as if she had been a feminino

Eoberts. It had all been bright and gay in those October

evenings with the shooters, when the logs had been piled on

the hearth, and the little table for drinks set out in the deep

recess yonder, and she had been encouraged to mix brandies

and sodas, and to make herself daintily useful, like an etherealized

barmaid.

That was all over now. There was no fire, and only a single
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oil lamp burnt dully over one end of the covered table. All was
gloom and silence.

" Will men ever sit in this room and talk and laugh now my
father is master here ? " she wondered. " Are there any men
on earth who can like him, and trust him ?

"

The man of whom she was thinking met her on the threshold

as she turned to leave the room.
" Where are you going ? " he asked sharply.

" To Ellsrslie."

" You should have had enough manners to ask my leave.

This is my house, and you are my daughter. You must pay
no visits without consulting me beforehand. I forbid you to

go to Ellerslie on any visit—long or short."

She drew herself to her fullest height and looked at him with
all the scorn a pert interrogative nose and thin sensitive lips

could express.

" This is not a question of visiting, Lord Penrith," she

answered, emphasising the title, which sounded so strange a

form of address from daughter to father. " I am leaving this

house for ever, and Ellerslie is the only home I have."

"You will do nothing of the kind," he answered fiercely,

with a savage grip of her wrist.

She winced with pain, but looked defiance at him, even while

her lip quivered.

" There is no use in that kind of thing," she said. " Your

doing me bodily harm won't make any difference in my plan of

life—unless you choose to shoot me," she added, very slowly,

looking him full in the face, "and so make sure of my
obedience."

He dropped her wrist, and stood looking at her—changed in

one instant from bully to craven.

" Go your ways for a blatant hussy," he said in his most

brutal voice. " You are not worth making a fuss about. Such
a plain-headed one as you would be no ornament to your father's

dinner table."

He turned away and left her to take her departure without

further interest. He had the Castle to himself now, and in its

loneliness it seemed to him about as cheerful as the castle at

Inverness on the morning after King Duncan's bloody death.
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CHAPTEK XXXI.

A very few days served to re-establish Sibyl in her old home

;

and, with the old housekeeper, and the old secretary, and some
of the old servants still about her, it seemed to her almost as if

the past ten years had been one dreary dream— endless and
infinite after the manner of dreams. Already in that strange

exaggeration of time common after the shock of a sudden
bereavement, it seemed to her as if Lord Penrith had been long

dead. Already she was accustomed to the thought of his quiet

resting-place on the hillside, to the idea of herself as a widow,

childless and alone in the world. There was unspeakable

comfort in the return to Ellerslie, comfort which even the

horror that brooded over one unvisited spot in the wood could
not spoil. The old associations of childhood were so many and
so dear. The image of her indulgent father, the fainter image
of the fair young mother, looking at her out of the cloudland

of childish memories like a picture of the Madonna looking

benignly downward upon the worshippers at her altar, through
a cloud of incense. These, and with these, many a recollection

of her happy girlhood, filled the rooms and gardens with tender,

peaceful thoughts.

There were sad thoughts too, and chief among them the

memory of him who was now far away on the northward side

of the Tweed, a wreck of the past, so changed, so broken, that

it was difficult to believe that feeble invalid was actually the

same man—the same frame animated by the same spirit—whom
she had admired and loved ab Ellerslie.

The shock of her husband's sudden death had fallen heavily

upon her. She had done her duty as a loyal and obedient

wife. She had spent her fortune upon his estate with a lavish

hand, had never reminded him that all he eDj'oyed of worldly

prosperity had its source in the Higginson coffers. She had

indulged no whim that he disapproved, had consorted with no

acquaintance whom he disliked, had indeed been much more
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conciliating and obedient than many a wife who marries for

love, and who talks of her husband in the first year of marriage
as if a god had descended from Olympus to be her mate.

Yet, faithful as she had been in small things and in great,

she looked back now with a touch of remorse. The atmo-
sphere of her wedded life had been colder than it need have
been, perhaps— a little affection on her side might have
warmed that hard nature into love. And then the thought
flashed upon her that the mutual lack of love had made a

peaceful union.

" If he had loved me I should have hated him," she said to

herself. " It was better for both of us that our marriage was
only a bargain—a bargain entered upon deliberately, on both

sides. We did not try to deceive each other."

In our dealings with those who are gone for ever there is

always something to regret—some reason for that dull aching

of the heart which means remorse—some bitter memory, some-

thing said which ought not to have been said—some kindly

word or act omitted when the opportunity for kindness was so

obvious. Sibyl Penrith was very humble in all her thoughts of

that married life which had closed like a story that ends unex-

pectedly at the turn of a leaf, and leaves the reader wondering.

In her thought of future possibilities she had never imagined

herself released from the marriage bond. She had accepted her

position for life. She had looked down the long vista of joyless

years, seeing herself still Lady Penrith, going about the world

by the side of a man who cared very little about her, and for

whom she had never cared very much.
He was gone, and she mourned for him as a fellow-creature

snatched away in the strength of his days—a man to whom
life must have been much more precious than it was to that

poor sufferer on whose changed aspect she had looked with

unutterable grief, whose haggard face was a haunting

presence in her life. Archibald Penrith was gone, and the

man she abhorred reigned in his stead, and she thought with

a shudder of that border fortress, which had so lately been

her home.

A letter from John Coverdale, written at his East End
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vicarage, gave Lady Penrith tidings of Brandon Mountford,

after she had waited many anxious days for any news
of him.

"St. Stephen's Vicarage, Honduras Square, E.

"Dear Lady Penrith,
" I have allowed some little time to pass before

writing to you, not wishing to break in upon the sadness of

your life while your sorrow was stiLl a new thing. I will not

presume to suggest the consolations that alone can help you in

this terrible bereavement, or to write to you of that Divine

source of all comfort to which I feel very sure you have been

led without the intervention of any human guide. God bless

and comfort you, and help and sustain you in strong and
fearless faith through this and every dark path you have to

tread. So far as one who has been taught that the way to

Heaven lies through thorny paths may make the earthly

happiness of a friend the subject of his prayers, be sure my
fervent supplications will rise day by day to the eternal Father

for you.
" And now to tell you of your kinsman and my charge.
" The journey was managed easily, and without any signs of

exhaustion in the invalid. He slept a good deal, and his sleep

was peaceful, and I thought him brighter and more interested

in surrounding objects during the early morning drive from

the station to the shooting lodge than in my previous observa-

tion of him.
" The doctor accompanied us to the end of our journey, and

gave the most precise instructions to the attendant from the

hospital, who is a strongly-built man of about thirty, accustomed

to difficult cases, and equal, I believe, to any emergency. The

housekeeper at the lodge and her husband are both people I

can rely upon for faithful service, and all their warmest feelings

are aroused by the patient, in their charge. I have therefore

felt justified in leaving him in the care of these servants and

his trained nurse, supervised by a daily visit from the nearest

medical man, until I am able to return to Argyllshire, which

I hope to do in about a fortnight.

" The plan which I would propose for the winter is to hire
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a small house at Eothsay, where the climate is much milder

than that of the Argyllshire hills, and to place him there in

charge of his present attendant and any servants you may be

able to send from Ellerslie, people whom you can be sure of

for absolute silence as to the past. I can think of no better

plan than this. My Scotch doctor was of Mr. Sanderson's

opinion that nothing more could be done for the patient than

we are now doing. A quiet life, with as much open air as the

season will allow, a plain and nourishing diet, and bromide of

potassium are all the treatment he prescribes. He will be

happy to meet a physician from Glasgow or Edinburgh in con-

sultation should you desire a second opinion, but he assures me
that the consultation would result only in the approval of his

treatment.

"It is my duty to add that he does not hope for much
improvement under the happiest conditions. The long con-

tinuance of the disease has weakened the brain, and a kind
of atrophy has wasted the frame. Any permanent revival of

bodily strength or intellectual power would be a miracle

in nature which he dares not hope to see. I tell you
his opinion in all frankness, dear Lady Penrith, thinking it

right that you should know the worst about your unhappy
friend.

" Flashes of reviving memory, intervals of brightness in the

dull torpor of his usual condition there may be ; but these brief

periods of improvement must not mislead or beguile us with

a vain hope.

" For myself you may be surprised to hear that I am about

to abandon my flock in this hard-working Eastern London;
but I leave them in the hands of a man who has worked with

me as senior curate during the greater part of my residence

here, who understands this parish thoroughly, and who is my
superior in working power. My father, whose health has been

gradually failing for the last two or, three years, has persuaded

me to accept the living at St. Stephen's, Workington. He now
rarely comes to London, and his life is chiefly spent at his

seat near Workington, so I can but feel that it is my du$y, as

it will be my happiness, to live within easy reach of him.

I shall find plenty to do at St. Stephen's, for parish and
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church have both been neglected under the rule of an absentee

rector, who died at Torquay the other day. The living is

in my father's gift, and it has long been his desire that I

should hold it.

" I hope to have wound up my affairs here in less than a

fortnight, and to be established within an hour's journey of

Ellerslie, where I will call upon you at any time you may
appoint to discuss all arrangements for Mr. Mountford's resi-

dence at Eothesay or elsewhere. You might, if you pleased,

remove him to Devonshire for the coming winter ; but the

journey would be long, and I doubt if you would find a better

climate than that of Bute, even in the West of England.
" Ever faithfully yours,

"John Coverdale."

Cora was with Lady Penrith when she received this tetter.

The girl recognised the strong, clear penmanship, bold, yet

with a certain precision which marked the man for whom order

was an instinct. Cora gave a little sigh as she noted the length

of the letter, and then discreetly moved to the other end of the

room to leave her aunt free to read those closely written pages

unobserved.

She had subjugated the jealous agonies which had made her

almost hate Sibyl Penrith, and had resigned herself to the idea

of John Coverdale's affectioD for the beautiful widow. There

was no help for it now. What man with sense or discrimination

could think of her, Coralie, now that Lady Penrith was free

to reward a lover's devotion? It was her business in life to be

a looker-on, she told herself, and she must accept the portion

that Fate had allotted to her. All her thoughts and desires

had taken a sombre cast. Her character had sobered curiously

since her uncle's death, and a cloud of melancholy hung over

her, which brought her in sympathy with Sibyl's sorrows.

For the first time since they had been associated, Sibyl's heart

had warmed to the lonely, motherless girl. Heretofore all

her kindnesses had been prompted by the sense of duty.

Now there was actual liking—a far more cordial feeling than

of old.

Before Mr. Covcidale reappeared upon the scene, Sibyl had

Y
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told Coralie the story of Brandon Mountford's affliction and
her girlish attachment to him, touching very lightly, with a

scrupulous reserve, upon Urquhart's part in the tragedy. But
Cora's keen eyes had watched the speaker's face, and Cora had
divined much that was unspoken.

" You had reason to detest my father ; and yet you took me
into your house, and loaded me with benefits. Would any
other woman in the world have done as much ? " mused Cora,

at the end of the story.

"Most women would have done as much, I hope, Cora,

seeing your need of a friend. I tried to dissociate you from
your father in all my thoughts. Why should you bear his

burdens ?

"

" Ah, but I was tainted with his bad blood. It was the old

story of the adder warmed back to life and stinging the hand
that had succoured it. My father told me to watch you, and
I obeyed. He pretended to be your friend, and I pretended

to believe him. I don't think I ever really believed him. I

was grateful to you. I loved you at first, and then your beauty,

your wealth, all your perfections, began to gall. I made com-

parisons. I compared our faces as we stood side by side in

front of the same glass. I compared our fortunes, and then

the venom in my blood began to work. My nature could not

escape the hereditary taint—if the modern craze about heredity

has any foundation. I was my father's very daughter, and I

accepted my office of spy. My whole mind changed towards

you when I saw the utter hopelessness of any little liking I

might feel for the saintly parson—saw him devote every thought

and feeling to you "

" Nonsense, Cora
;
you mustn't talk in that absurd strain.

Mr. Coverdale has been my kind friend in a desperate crisis

—

that is all. I asked him to help me, and he responded with

all kindness and chivalry. As for the past, let it be forgotten

between us. I saw of late that you were very inquisitive about

all my movements, and that you had some motive in your

watchfulness. You were under your father's influence then ; but

I think you have escaped from that bad influence now."

"For ever and for ever. I hope never to look upon my
father's face again."



UA Passionless Peace." 323

" I am glad you have been frank with me, Cora, even when
frankness told against yourself. It will be the beginning of

confidence between us. I like you ever so much better—now
that I know the worst of you—from your own lips."

Cora did not prove unworthy to be pardoned and trusted.

All that there was of good in her nature developed and

strengthened in daily association with a noble woman, and in

that atmosphere of perfect peace which reigned at Ellerslie.

As the winter wore on, that life was not all solitude and
monotony, for the neighbouring gentry were assiduous in their

attentions to the widowed Countess, and Coralie Urquhart

shared their attentions. If the widow held herself aloof from

society, there was no reason that her niece should live in

perpetual seclusion, and a few months after her uncle's death

Lady Coralie Urquhart's neat figure and thorough-bred air

began to be known and even admired at various entertain-

ments within fifteen miles of Ellerslie. There was always some

friendly matron eager to chaperon her to any dances or private

theatricals in the neighbourhood.

"There are some advantages in a plain face," said Cora.

" The mother of a pretty daughter is never afraid that I shall

make her swan a crow. I think Mrs. Simper rather likes taking

me about with her, as a useful foil to Miss Simper's alabaster

complexion."
" But I am told that you were more admired than Miss

Simper at Lady Hardacre's dance," said Sibyl, smiling at her

niece's self-scorn.

"It is no overwhelming honour to be preferred to an idiot

with blue eyes that look as if they had been bought in the

Lowther Arcade," said Cora. " And then I got all the advan-

tage of the smaller gentry's snobbishness. The second-rate

young men like to dance with an earl's daughter, and Lady

Coralie sounds butter than Miss Simper in the ear of Bayswater

or South Kensington. Lady Coralie! The name suggests a

character in one of Gilbert's librettos. Even the courtesy title

cannot give dignity to my absurd name. I can't imagino where

my father and mother founel it."

Could the owner of the name have looked backward through

the mists of time, she might have seen the hoardings of West



324 Thou art the Man.

End London decorated with the portrait of a certain Mdlle.

Coralie, who was delighting the gilded youth of the period by
song and dance in the last new burlesque at the favourite

burlesque theatre. The lady was a Parisian, and spoke her

lines with difficulty, but her broken English was an additional

charm. Hubert Urquhart had been among her most ardent

admirers, had been even allowed the inestimable privilege of

giving a very expensive supper-party in her honour, at a period

when his young country-bred wife was obliged to forego all

gaieties.

Then came the usual shilly-shally as to the naming of the

firstborn. Urquhart, disappointed at the sex of the infant, was

very casual in his share of the debate, but vetoed all the family

names on his wife's side of the house as too fine or too ugly.

" Call her Coralie, if you like," he said, looking up from his

newspaper, where a column was given to the new burlesque of

"Antony and Cleopatra," in which Mdlle. Coralie had startled

the town by a wild dance with the asp. " Coralie's a very

pretty name."

Even his mother-in-law, who generally disagreed with him,

conceded this point. Coralie was charming, novel, uncommon,

and could be shortened to Cora, which was still prettier.

" Coralie, let it be then," said Urquhart, as he walked off to

the florist's to order a congratulatory basket of hyacinths

—

white waxen bells, just faintly touched with roseate shadows

—

for the lady with the asp.

The Yorkshire parson's wife had arrived in London the pre-

vious evening, and it was not till some days after the christening

that this good lady heard how the town was ringing with the

fame of the burlesque actress from the Chatelet Theatre, and

guessed that her granddaughter, the Vicar's granddaughter, the

potential Archbishop's granddaughter—had been called after

that unholy person.

The winter passed peacefully for Lady Penrith. Cora kept

her promise, and never intruded her society upon the widow's

thoughtful hours. They walked and drove together; they

met at luncheon and dinner ; they generally spent the after-

dinner hour in each other'-s society ; Sibyl perhaps dreaming
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over her favourite music at the piano at one end of the drawing-

room, while Cora sat curled up in the most luxurious chair

she could find at the other end of the room, absorbed in a novel.

Cora had a cat-like love of warmth, and was always as close

to the fire as she could be without being roasted alive. Lady
Penrith preferred the cooler atmosphere by the piano, where
the white lilac and palms made an indoor garden. Their

tastes in books, and music, and pictures were utterly dissimilar ;

but they got on very comfortably together, and Cora's lighter

nature, which gradually recovered from the shock that had
sobered and depressed her, was a useful influence in Sibyl's

existence. She might have sunk into a deeper melancholy and
brooded more persistently over the shattered life of the man she

loved if Cora had not been at hand with her keen observation

and her never-failing perception of the humorous side of all

earthly things. Cora amused her with descriptions of county

festivities, and her comments on county people—their limited

horizons, their exaggerated estimate of local importance, their

indifference to all the great movements of the age, social, scien-

tific, and literary. Cora accompanied her in all her cottage

visiting—in the little seaport—in the miners' villages—to the

schools and the cottage hospital—and Cora had grown a great

deal more sympathetic since she left Killander Castle, and was
ripening day by day in her power of understanding the working

classes. They no longer seemed to her all of one type and

pattern—all a lower order of beings, with hands stretched auto-

matically to receive gifts from the rich. She was beginning to

find out strong individualities among the masses—to find that

hardly one cottager resembled another in character or instincts

—and that though very few of them might be faultless, and all

of them might be what they called " having," there was a strong

substratum of goodness which never failed when one dug down
to it, kindness and pity for their own class, unselfish readiness

to help each other, and a willingness to make substantial sacri-

fices with a good deal less fuss and talk than would accompany

the same amount of self-surrender in their betters. Wives bore

with drunken husbands, and held thuir tongue when the week's

wage was spent at tho public-house—husbands nursed the

children and waited upon their wives in sickness—grandfathers
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and grandmothers stinted themselves to feed children whose
unauthorised entrance upon the scene had brought them trouble

and disgrace. Everywhere under the roughest outer seeming

Coralie found the deep heart of human love.

"I used to hate the poor when first you took me among
them," she frankly avowed one day. after a long round with

Sibyl, " but I begin to see that they are not a bad sort, and I

wonder less at the interest you take in them."

They were not at Ellerslie all the -winter. Andrew Orlebar

had been despatched to Bothesav, immediately after a visit from

the new Eector of Workington, 'with instructions to hire the

most comfortable house, with the best aspect, that he could

find in that much-praised watering-place ; and to that house,

a villa on the slope of a hill fronting the south, and command-
ing an extensive view of mountains and sea, Brandon Mount-

ford had been removed. Here was provided every amelioration

which thought or science could devise for a life obviously

dwindling towards its close ; and here Lady Penrith and Cora

came from time to time on visits of a week or a fortnight,

during which visits some hours of every day were spent with

the invalid.

His condition was far happier than it had been in his captivity

at St. Jude's. There were times when he seemed fully to realise

all that affection had done for him ; but nothing could mend the

broken life, or arrest mental decay, and Sibyl had to submit to

the sad realities of the case. The Brandon Mountford by whose

side she sat in the pretty drawing-room at Eothesay, the man
whose hand often lay cold and listless in her own, was not the

Brandon Mountford she had known ten years ago. Xothicg

could bring back that lost personality. This patient sufferer,

weak-brained, joyless, indifferent to all the loveliness of earth

and sky and sea, had nothing in common with the Brandon of

the past ; and alas ! this state of dull apathy was the happier

condition of his present life—for from time to time there came
periods of stormy agitation, the throes and convulsions, the

purple face and glittering eyes of the epileptic ; and it needed

all Sibyl's faith to believe the doctors when they assured her

that the patient himself had no consciousness of these convulsive
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struggles, nor any memory of them when reason returned

—

only a vague melancholy, a dim sense of shame, and the apathy
of 'weariness.

Could she wish such a life prolonged ? Yes, affection valued
even this shattered existence. All that she saw of weakness
and decay could not extinguish the hope of cure. The ill-

treatment of ten years was not to be undone by a few months
of careful nursing, she argued. His cure must be a question of

time. She would not accept adverse opinions ; and when the

doctors shook their heads or murmured some ambiguous phrase

which implied a hopeless verdict, she argued against their

experience, and refused to foresee the inevitable. A yacht was
being built for her in one of the shipbuilders' yards on the

Clyde, and she was planning a cruise to the Mediterranean as

soon as the boat was ready to sail—a cruise during which
Brandon might reawaken to a new life, transformed by sea air

and frequent change of scene, the exhilarating sense of novelty

in the movement from one spot of loveliness to another, as they

coasted between Marseilles and Naples, or beneath Algeria's

romantic hills.

The end came suddenly before the yacht was finished—

suddenly and peacefully. The life so racked and worn failed

all at once; and Sibyl felt as if her life must be objectless

henceforth. She was at Ellerslie when Brandon died, having

left him only a few days before, and it was John Coverdale

who came as the messenger of death ; John Coverdale, whose

sympathy and help had sustained her through every difficulty,

from the hour she entered St. Jude's Vicarage with him at her

side. It was over. Her grief expressed itself in no vehement

form. There was only the crushing sense of loss and of dis-

appointment, the feeling that the business of her life was

finisher), and that all she had ever known of the poetry of

existence lay buried in Brandon Mountford's grave.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

"for is not god all mighty?"

Brandon Mountford had been lying in his quiet grave at

Eothesay for some weeks when the yacht which should have
carried him to a summer sea was ready to leave the ship-

builder's yard ; and it seemed to Sibyl that there could be no
more useless toy than the boat which she had built for his sake,

and which his eyes had never looked upon. All Coverdale's

powers of persuasion were needed to awaken her from the

apathy of grief into which she had sunk, and to induce her to

start on a cruise for her own benefit—but, warmly seconded by
Cora, his arguments finally prevailed, and before the spring

was over the Esperance was sailing southward, with Lady
Penrith, Cora, and Lady Selina, and two young cousins, naval

and military, by way of escort.

The spinster aunt had swooped down from a great house in

the North Eiding, where she had been making a very long visit

to one of her wealthiest nieces, a lady with a large heart and a

populous nursery, and with whom Aunt Selina was an esteemed

authority upon all juvenile ailments.

Life on board the Esperance afforded a pleasant relief from

the atmosphere of measles, whooping-cough, and humdrum at

Waddingly Park, and Lady Selina resigned herself to the loss

of a London season,—thereby putting money in her purse

—

while she enjoyed the dolce far in Sicilian waters, or in the

Greek Archipelago.

And so the spring months passed away, and in June Lady
Penrith and her party landed at Genoa, leaving the yacht to go

round to Marseilles in charge of the naval cousin, to be berthed

there till her next cruise, while the three ladies settled quietly

at Bellaggio till the end of the month, when Lady Selina went

back to England, and Sibyl and Cora moved northward to the

Tyrol, for July, August, and September, only returning td

Cumberland in October.

Then came the long quiet winter, with friends fit but few,
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and for their most frequent visitor Mr. Coverclale, from his cure

of souls at Workington, where he was doing good Eervice among
a crowded mining population.

It was a comfort both to Sibyl and Cora, in those quiet days

of autumn and early winter, to know that the new Lord Penrith

was not living at Killander Castle. He had indeed been there

very little since he came into his estate. He was not popular

in the neighbourhood ; and he had frankly expressed his hatred

of place and people. He had spent the winter after his brother's

death at Monte Carlo, where he had achieved all he desired of

fame by his success in pigeon-shooting—and the society papers

reported that he was at Monte Carlo this winter, also that he

had been laid up in Paris during the whole of November, and

had been operated upon by a famous French surgeon, the nature

of the operation not being stated. A letter from Lady Selina,

who had been dissipating in the brief gaieties of a November

session, informed her niece that Lord Penrith had been suffering

from a tumour on the face, which was likely to cause lifelong

disfigurement, and that people at Monte Carlo found him very

much altered from last season.

An inquiry at the Castle, made personally by Mr. Orlebar,

confirmed this account. His lordship had been very ill, and

was still an invalid. He was expected to spend the rest of the

winter at Monte Carlo, where he had taken a small villa near

the Casino.

" He is your father, Cora, and you may consider it your duty

to go to him in his affliction," Sibyl said gravely, when she and

Cora had heard Orlebar's report.

" He is my father ; but I recognise no duty where he is con-

cerned—except the duty of silence," Cora answered, with a look

so grave and resolute that Lady Penrith felt that there was no

more to be said.

She knew enough of Coralie by this time to know that the

girl was not heartless, and that her repudiation of all filial duty

must needs be based upon some sufficient reason. There was

nothing flippant or reckless in the daughter's manner. Sho

dismissed the subject sternly, with soleinu decision of purpose,

as a Roman daughter might have done.

Brooding over the girl's conduct, Sibyl arrived at the
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conclusion that Cora had investigated the story of Marie
Arnold's death, and believed her father to be the murderer.

Some cause as grave would alone justify her conduct.

It was a shock for the nerves of both women when they

heard early in the year that Lord Penrith was at the Castle.

He had been brought there marked for death, Mr. Dewsnap told

Lady Penrith one afternoon early in March, when tbey met
beside a cottager's sick-bed, about a week after the earl's return.

" Is the case really hopeless?" she asked.

" I fear so. All that surgery can do for him has been done
in Paris and here. The last word has been said. I saw him
this morning. I see him three or four times a day, but there

is nothing for me to do except regulate the amount of morphia
that is given to him. He has excellent nurses. Dr. Malcolm
comes from Edinburgh every third day ; but science can do no

more for him, and the only hope of relief is the inevitable end
of all things. Life can be nothing but a burden to him ; yet he

clings to life with almost frantic intensity."

" Has he ever spoken to you of his daughter ? " Lady Penrith

asked, when she and the doctor had left the cottage, and were

walking along the village street together.

"No. The greater part of his days and nights are spent

under the influence of narcotics, and the realities of life outside

his own room affect him very little. He asks for no friend,

doesn't care who waits upon him, values his nurses for their

skill and nothing else. He told me this morning that there

was a time when he wanted fresh young faces about him—pretty

faces for choice—but that now he would have Gorgons if the

Gorgons had more skill in nursing than the pretty young

women. He is very often in a state of semi-delirium, and acts

hideous tragedies in a kind of waking dream—a common
symptom when the brain is steeped in morphia." i

" Unhappy creature ! Then there is no hope for him ? He
must die?"

" He must die. And in his case no one can regret the end,

since it is the only possible release from suffering."

Sibyl wrote an account of this interview in a letter to John
Coverdale.
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"Pray go to him, and if you can turn his thoughts to God,

and persuade him to confess his sins, it will be one more good
work done," she wrote.

Her desire was obeyed, and it was not possible for a Christian

priest to approach the bed of suffering with more kindliness

and discretion than marked Mr. Coverdale's visit to Lord
Penrith. The two men had met in the past, and Coverdale

entered the sick-room as a friend ; but here friendliness was of

no avail. The sufferer treated him with savage insolence, and

ordered him out of the room.
" I know your craft," he muttered. " You sneak to my bed-

side under the guise of friendship—a man with whom I never

had one thought or feeling in common—and presently you will

bring a little black book out of your pocket, and drop on your

knees, and pray me into worse horrors than those I suffer now.

I don't want you or your Mumbo-Jumbo, your Abracadabra.

Go to your starving miners, and wash your worn-out jargon

down their thirsty throats with soup and wine—they'll swallow

one thing with the other—but don't come here. Johnstone,

show that gentleman the door, and if that won't do, throw him

downstairs. I've no use for him here."

He laughed a spasmodic laugh at the American slang which

closed his speech. His eyes were deeply sunken. Forehead

and cheek were livid, and all the lower part of the f tee was

hidden by linen bandages. Lazarus coming out of the tomb
was the image which flashed into Coverdale's mind as he looked

in sorrowful reproach at that dreadful countenance, a wicked

Lazarus, with malignity burning in those sunken eyes—a Lazarus

summoned, not out of the grave's dreamless slumber, but out of

hell-fire.

Mr. Coverdale told Lady Penrith that his visit had been

ineffectual, but he told her nothing more. He would not sadden

her by any description of that bed of doom.
" It needs something higher than human influence to touch

that hardened heart," ho said. " We can but leave the sinner

to his God. The only death-bed repentance that is not an idle

mockery is the repentance that comes from within—not from

without. The sinner may find God in his own heart, even after

he has mocked at Christ's message from the lips of the priest."
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It was more than a week after this when a letter was brought

to Lady Penrith, sitting alone in the March twilight. The
note had been delivered by a groom from the Castle, who was
to wait for her ladyship's answer before he rode back.

She told the servant to return in a few minutes, when her

answer would be ready ; and then she went to the window to

read her letter by the fading daylight, while the footman lighted

the lamp on her writing-table.

The envelope was addressed in a strange hand, the letter was

written in pencil, and, except that it was on thick vellum paper

headed with the Castle address, it was almost as uncanny a

scrawl as that which the ragged messenger threw into her lap

on the moor.
" The doctors tell me my end is near. You have suspected

and hated me for the last twelve years. It may gratify you to

know that you had reason. Come and hear my confession, and

if you want to hear it come at once. My life is like a thin

little flame in a spirit lamp—sustained by strong stimulants,

and will soon vanish into darkness. Don't be afraid that you

will hear a puling death-bed repentance. I believe in neither

pardon nor pity. I die the victim of an inexorable scheme of

Creation which includes the horrors of diseases that torture

and kill, damnable maladies which no human skill can cure.

Do you think that any man, doomed as I am doomed, is likely

to go out of this life listening to twaddle about Divine Bene-

ficence ?
"

" I shall be with you as soon as my carriage can bring me."

Those words were written hastily, and thrust into an envelope

as the servant re-entered the room to receive Lady Penrith's

order for her coachman. The light phaeton, with a pair of

horses, was to be got ready immediately.
" Lady Coralie has not come in yet, I suppose ?

"

" No, my lady."

" "When she comes, be sure she is told that I have been sent

for to the Castle. She is not to wait dinner."

Cora, who had taken very kindly to riding since she came to

Ellerslie, and who had always been well mounted by her aunt's

liberal care, was out with the hounds. Cora was a success in
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the hunting field, where light hands, a neat waist, and in-

domitable pluck, tempered with common sense, scored almost
as high as a handsome face. Beauty blundering over a bound,
or beauty getting in the way at a gate, is not altogether precious

to the sportsman.

The deep shadow of night was round the gaunt, grey fortress,

the darker shadow of death was in the room, when Sibyl ap-

proached the sick-bed, and seated herself silently in the place

which the nurse indicated—a large armchair at the head of

the bed, beside those heaped-up pillows from which the ghastly

face looked out, white as the linen with which it was bandaged,

pinched by the invisible hand which had set its mark upon
every feature.

" Leave me alone with Lady Penrith."

The voice was low and muffled, utterly changed from the

metallic hardness of Hubert Urquhart's enunciation.

The two nurses vanished through a curtained door that

opened into a dressing-room—where all the paraphernalia of

the sportsman's toilet had been swept away to give space for

the apparatus of sickness—kettles, and saucepans, and spirit

lamps, new inventions for comfort or relief, extravagant in price

and infinitesimal in value to the sufferer—contrivances tried

once, perhaps, and never tried again—the dreary details in the

history of failure.

Hubert TJrquhart looked at his brother's widow with a cynical

smile—a smile on lips contracted by pain.

" I thought my letter would fetch you," he said. " You have

come to see God's judgment upon a sinner. You remember how
Herod the king was eaten of worms, and gave up the ghost—an

example of God's judgment, swift and sharp—a ready-money

vengeance. And you think that this cancer which is killing

me is God's judgment upon murder. Bosh, Lady Penrith.

Clerical spuffle ! There are good men and women all over the

world doomed just as I am doomed—with pain as lingering—

with a fate as hopeless—Christians of purest water, shining

lights in the darkness of this world—suffering just as I suffer.

When you, and such as you, talk of them you give your God

praise for the blessed example of their affliction, and recognise
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the ineffable wisdom that tortures and kills. You see me
stricken down and you exalt God the Avenger. You see no

inconsistency in the hand that strikes wolves and lambs with

the same rod. Come, own that your heart burns with triumph

at seeing this living wreck which I still call ME. A few hours

hence the undertakers will be talking of IT."

"I am as sorry for you as I can be, remembering what

Brandon Mountford suffered."

" He suffered ? Why, his life was a life of ease and comfort

—his ten dull years were no worse than one dull afternoon

—

measured against what I have suffered in the last six months.

Don't waste your pity upon an epileptic, whose convulsions

may be ugly to look at, but leave no memory, inflict no pain

upon the patient. He suffer? Keep your pity for the man
whose tortured consciousness no narcotic can annihilate

—

whose sleep has been peopled and spun out into seeming

eternity by dreams of indescribable horror. And where do

you think those dreams took me—Lady Penrith—what do

you suppose was the almost invariable background of those

hideous phantasies ?
"

" The wood where you killed Marie Arnold ? " she answered,

her eyes looking into his, as he sat up in the bed, grasping her

hand with his clammy fingers, and bringing his bandaged face

near hers, so that she might hear the feeble voice.

" You are good at guessing. Yes, that is the place where the

morphia fiend leads me. He takes me by the hand—a little

black devil with a mocking grin—his skinny hand clutches

mine, and he drags me to the wood ; and she is there—lovely,

and cruel as she was that evening—in the golden sunset. Oh,

God, how beautiful her eyes were with that golden light re-

flected on their velvet darkness ! How cold ! how cruel ! Such

bitter scathing words—hatred of me—love of your lover—hatred

that turned to loathing when I drew her to my breast, and
kissed her reluctant lips, and tried to make her understand

that passionate love like mine was to be valued or to be feared

;

that if she would not have me for her husband, and take her

chance of my doing well in life, and making a great lady of

her, I would be revenged on her somehow. A love like mine
was not to be trifled with any more than a raging fire. But
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she was so bold, and so proud. She flung rne off with her strong

young arms. She laughed at my passion and my threats. She
accused me of only wanting Sir Joseph's money—not really

caring for her. She was so strong, such a grand creature in

her strength and beauty. And I had a knife in my breast

pocket—Mountford's knife, which I happened to have borrowed

a day or two before—and clutching at my breast, beside myself

with passion, 1 felt the knife, and knew that it was there. You
can guess the rest. You may remember that I was late for

dinner, but that I sat down with you and your father, and was

wanting in no observance of a gentleman. It was not till a long

time afterwards that you began to suspect me."

Sibyl heard him in silence, and remained silent now when
the bloodless fingers loosened from her hand, and he sank back

among the pillows, exhausted by the most sustained effort that

he had made for a long time.

His breath came and went in hoarse pantings, his wan hands

moved restlessly upon the coverlet, and those haggard blood-

shot eyes rolled wildly in their orbits as he looked at Sibyl's

white face.

" Have you nothing to say ? " he gasped at length.

"Nothing. God help you in this dark end of your wicked

life
!

"

" You are not surprised at my confession ?
"

"No, no. I knew you were the murderer. I have been

convinced of that for a long time. You broke my father's

heart ; shortened his life. You spoilt Brandon's life and mine.

And your victim—that young bright life—there never was a

crueller murder. What good can I do here ? Pray to God for

pardon. What I think or feel can matter nothing to you.

You can restore nothing—undo nothing."

"No; the past is the past. I cannot bring Marie Arnold

back to life. I would have given twenty years of my life to

undo that—twenty years, did I say ?—I would have given all

that was left of my life for one day with her—to die, knowing

that I had not killed her—that the murder in the wood was

only a hideous dream. Call the nurse. It is time for my
morphia. The pain—the racking pain—is beginning. I must

have my dose. And then the morphia fiend will take me by
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the hand and lead me under the fir trees, treading the paths

where our footsteps have no sound on the fir needles, and I

shall see her again in her white gown, with the red gash across

her throat."

The nurses came, quiet, prompt, with quick movements of

skilful hands—one on each side of the bed, one supporting the

patient while the other administered the narcotic.

Sibyl sank on her knees at the foot of the bed, and with bent

brow and covered face breathed a prayer for God's mercy to a

dying sinner ; then she nodded a silent good-night to the nurses,

and stole softly from the room.

Those trained hands had rearranged the disordered pillows,

bad placed the sufferer's head in an easier position, had
smoothed the silken coverlet, laying it lightly over the wasted

frame, and the morphia was already at work, tranquillising the

limbs, creeping through the labyrinth of the brain, giving

respite from bodily torture, but bringing with it dreams that

racked the mind.

In Hubert Urquhart's confession of past guilt there had been

no word of a still darker crime, a crime planned in cold blood,

thought out, and slowly resolved upon, carried out with un-

wavering craft and purpose, and with as little compunction as

the hunter feels for the agonies of a noble beast tracked across

the wilderness, watched and waited for, and slain without

mercy. Of that crime, which Coralie knew, not one word had

escaped the murderer on his death-bed; and the daughter's

knowledge of that dreadful secret remained unshared and

unsuspected.

Lord Penrith lingered for more than a week after his inter-

view with Sibyl ; but those last days and nights were one long

morphia-sleep, and an almost unbroken pilgrimage through the

dark maze of hideous memories. The skill and the care of

doctors and nurses were employed to keep him alive when
Nature would have let him die, and to reduce life to un-

consciousness throughout those extra hours wrested from

death.

At last the end came—only a sinking deeper into that morphia-

darkness—only the fall of Death's curtain on those distorted
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memories of past sin. A gentlemanlike vulture—in the shape
of an undertaker—came post-haste from Carlisle, and took pos-

session of that which had been Hubert, tenth Earl of Penrith.

There was a stately funeral, an earl's coronet upon a velvet

coffin, an open hearse like a triumphal car, with six black horses

tossing their Flemish heads and curving their heavy Flemish
necks ; and all the neighbouring gentry sent their empty car-

riages to express respect for a man who had been universally

disliked, and whose absenteeism had been regarded—except by
the local tradespeople—as a merciful dispensation.

The distant cousin who succeeded to the title and entailed

estates was an elderly gentleman of unblemished respectability

with a large family of sons and daughters, the sons sporting,

the daughters plain, pious, and hopelessly unfashionable
;
just

the sort of people to spend ten months of the year at the Castle,

and to furnish an eldest son Who would stand for that division

of the county, and protect local interests in the stress and storm

of the Imperial Parliament. The new earl and his family were

aware how much of their prosperity they owed to the Dowager

Lady Penrith, and they took pains to cultivate her friendship,

and to be civil to Coralie TJrquhart, who had been so unaccount-

ably estranged from her father.
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POSTSCEIPT.

What remains to be told of Sibyl's life-history ? Another year
of quiet widowhood, in spite of the pleading of a devoted lover;

and then, on a grey morning at the beginning of the year, the

plainest of weddings in the parish church at Ardliston. Husband
and wife went straight from the church to the station, and thence

to London, on the first stage of their journey to Eome—to that

city of churches, where it was John Coverdale's delight to

expound ecclesiastical history written in all that there is of

architectural grandeur, from the grey antiquity of St. Clemente
to the gleaming granite and modern mosaics of the mighty
basilica which commemorates the martyrdom of St. Paul. An
Italian honeymoon, which lasted from winter to spring, yet

seemed only too brief, and early in April Sibyl and her husband
left Florence regretfully, on their return to England, he to

resume the burden of duty—not among the miners of Working-
ton, but in a populous and wealthy centre in the East Hiding,

where the fine old church is only a little less than a cathedral

in spaciousness and beauty ; a cure which has been always held

by a Churchman of mark, and has been always regarded as

the prelude to higher dignities.

John Coverdale has made himself known as a fine preacher

and an indefatigable worker—a preacher with the philosophical

breadth of Liddon, and the magnetic personality of Frederick

Eobertson ; a preacher who has been able to beguile the rough

miners from their sabbath luxury of shirt-sleeves and laziness,

dog-fights and rat-catching, and to hold them spellbound by

his impassioned appeals to that best side of human thought

and feeling which will always answer to him who knows how
to call. The man whom Coralie described as cold, precise, and

priggish, has shown himself gifted with the finest qualities of

preacher and priest, and he is warmly welcomed to the great

Yorkshire city by all the best and most cultivated amongst
the community. Difficulties and dissensions will arise doub:-

less in some quarteis, for Coverdale has a strong baud in the
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reform of old abuses, and is one of those men of whom it is

said that they will have their own way ; but his way is a good
way, and his influence is a good influence for all in his parish,
most of all for the poor, and for those who most need the
awakening call, the stringent, yet tender hand leading them
to the fold.

In this busy centre Sibyl learns to understand new phases
of life. She finds herself no longer in a small community,
where one man's wealth can achieve wonders of order and
prosperity, and one man's influence can shape all things to his

liking, but in the thick of the bitter battle, among the revolts

and conspiracies of labour against capital, and the exactions

and injustices of capital against labour ; the contest of strength

with strength ; the appeals to public opinion ; the power, some-
times reckless and fatal, sometimes wise and beneficent, of a

free Press ; the heat and strife of politics. Here she must live

through seasons of fear and sadness, the terrors of a fever-

stricken town, the alternations of local prosperity, good times,

and bad times, the collapse of great enterprises, the ruin of

great commercial houses that have been ranked among the

wealthiest. Here she has to learn the lesson of life in all its

stern reality ; and here she has to discover how little her wealth

can do where needs are so constant and so manifold. That
her fortune and her life-labour are used for the help of the

suffering, for the reclamation of the lost, none who ever knew
her could doubt.

"My aunt is a saint," said Cora, perched daintly on her

hunting saddle, sitting in a sheltered corner waiting for the

fox to break cover, and chatting cheerily with a group of

admirers. " My aunt lives only to do good to other people,

and she could not have done better than marry Mr. Coverdale,

who is a remarkable man, and would have made an admirable

Pope, in the days when Popes did a great deal more good

or a great deal more harm in the world than they can do
now."

Coralie has no lack of admirers in these latter days. She is

no longer Coralie Urquhart, for Mr. Nicholas Hildrop, of Hildrop

Grange, near Workington, has allowed himself to fall a victim

to her sharp tongue, neat figure, light hands, and good seat,
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and meeting and conversing with her through a couple of

seasons mounted on all that is handsomest in thorough-bred

hunters, has come gradually to believe that Cora is as good-

looking as her horses, and has made her mistress of himself and
his estate.

Lady Coralie Hildrop gives hunting breakfasts, has a furnished

house in Mayfair for the season, goes everywhere, is liked by a

good many people, and feared by the rest ; is mundane to the

tips of her fingers, an affectionate wife, a good friend, a bitter

enemy, and without mercy for any pretty woman who mis-

behaves herself.

THE END.

LONDON : PRINTED BT WILLrAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMTTED,

STAMFORD STREET AND CHARING CROSS.



MISS BRADDON'S STORY OF

THE CHRISTMAS HIRELINGS.
With Thirty-four Illustrations by F, H. Townsend.

Ornamental cloth, gilt, untrimmed edges. Price 3s. 6d.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

The Times says, "A very capital story it is, and the versatile author of

'Lady Andley's Secret' is by turns pathetic, humorous, and domestically

sensational."

The Morning Post says, "Readers of all ages will welcome the appear-

ance in book form of Miss Braddon's charming story, ' The Christmas
Hireliigs.' It develops with happy originality the idea that Christmas is

essentially the festival of youth, while an undercurrent of pathos pervades

a plot romantic enough in incident to make of the tale a moving domestic

drama."

The Daily News says, " Here was at once the idea of this eminently

pleasing story. . Such is the literary history of a delightful Christmas

story, which in this more substantial and permanent form will probably

find its way to a wider and wider circle of sympathising readers."

The Athenceum says, "The veteran novelist, as she makes her deTtut in

a new character, tells us that she has ' long wished to write a sto-y about
children, which should be interesting to childish readers, and yet not

without interest for grown-up people.' We confess that as we read 'The
Christmas Hirelings' we are filled with surprise, not that Bliss Braddon
should now write a story for children, but that she should have delayed

so long to undertake a work for which she is admirably qualified. Her
child-creations are winsome things ; she thoroughly understands the child-

mind, its joys, its sonows, its bewilderments ; and without any prenching

at all, she teaches with a strange force that most ancient of lessons—how
that we are tried and judged by children, who are far more clear of sight

than the adult world, with whom black is black and white is white, and
for whom casuistry is not. Miss Braddon need not fear that her tale lacks

interest for grown-up people. The plot is slight, yet effective."

The World says, "The 'notion' of the story is fresh and ingenious,

and the author's treatment of it is skilful, delicate, humorous, and touch-

ing. Of a soi-dimmt Christmas story for children Miss Braddon has made
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a heart-searching domestic romance, which will appeal to a far wider
public, while entirely satisfying the clients for whom, on this occasion,
she is specially retained."

The Morning Advertiser, "Alexander sighed for fresh worlds to conquer.
Miss Braddon, with all her triumphs as a novelist, confesses to have been
long haunted by a wish to write a story about children which should be
interesting to childish readers, and yet not without attraction in the eyes
of grown-up people. The result was the present graceful and touching
tale. The story certainly fulfils its authoress's intentions, and will no
doubt be welcome in its present form to both old and young."

Punch says, "Miss Braddon, in her delightful story, 'Christmas Hire-
lings,' hits upon a novel suggestion for those folks who don't know how
to keep the festive season as it should be kept. Away flies boredom

!

How ? I will not reveal the secret, but if any nicely suppressed little

children possess an average Scrooge-like relative, take my advice, and
present him with this book. The result will be more than, even a child's

dream can anticipate."

Lloyd's Weekly Newspaper says, " Miss Braddon's power of dealing
with a deeply sympathetic plot is displayed throughout in a way that will
vastly increase her already numberless admirers."

The People says, "There is a strong touch of Dickens in many parts;
pathos and humour, natural and sustained, tread upon one another's heels
thronghout the dainty volume."

Fun says, "Then came Miss Braddon's ' Christmas Hirelings,' a really

pretty and well-written book for bigger children. The story, which is

beautifully simple, is set forth in this prolific authoress's graceful and
fluent style."

The, Literary World says, "A particularly tasteful volume, with some
of Mr. F. H. Townsend's illustrations, and a readable and interesting

story to boot, following out several pretty fancies in a delicate and graceful

manner."

The Westminster Gazette says, "Miss Braddon's very pretty story,

'The Christmas Hirelings,' makes a most charming illustrated volume."

The Illustrated London News says, " All who love wholesome, kindly
humour, whimsical character-drawing, and broad humanity, will delight

in this clever and charming story."

The Penny Illustrated Paper says, " A deeply interesting story on the

ever-seasonable lines laid down by Charles Dickens himself in his
' Christmas Carol.' . . Yet ' Christmas Hirelings ' is not ia the least

preachy. Far from it ! You are, by the supremely clever art of this

distinguished authoress, at the outset engrossed."

The Graphic says. " So sweet are the children of Miss Braddon's tale,

that the authoress must be entreated to write another juvenile story."

The Athenceum says, " Prettily bound and full of charming illustra-

tions."

The Saturday Review says, "A pretty story."

The Glasgow Herald Bays, " This is a thoroughly enjoyable volume."



Opinions of the Press.

The Manchester Courier says, " We have in a convenient and artistic

form the beautiful story of child-life."

Horse and Hound says, " She works out her little plot with the same
care and subtlety as in her always famous novels, and through this runs
a vein of quaint humour and often touches of pathos that will provoke
both mirth and tears on the same page."

The Liverpool Post says, "A book which brings into such exquisite
relief the charms of childhood."

The Birmingham Post says, " It will interest and charm every one who
takes it up."

The Liverpool Courier says, " The story is a charming one, and is told

with the practised art of an established favourite."

The Publishers' Circular says, "The idea of the story is distinctly a
fresh one, and it is very entertainingly carried out."

The Belfast News Letter says, "Since 'Little Lord Fauntleroy ap-

peared, we have not read a child's story to compare with it, and we hope
Miss Braddon will give us many more."

Hearth and Home says, "Her skill is no less evident when her subject

is children, and her book, ' The Christmas Hirelings,' is original in idea,

and should be interesting both to childish readers and their elders."

The Observer says, "The story certainly should prove of interest both
to children and those of riper years."

The Guardian says, " The book is also very prettily got up and illus-

trated, and is likely to please the old as well as the young."

The Eeferee says, " Miss Braddon's charming story, ' The Christmas
Hirelings.'

"

The Era says, " Is certain to afford much delight, not only to book-
loving youngsters, but also to ' children of a larger growth.' "

The Sunday Times says, " The story of how Moppet wins reconciliation

is very pretty."

The Gentlewoman says, " It illustrates Miss Braddon's ability ' to write

a story about children, which should be interesting to childish readers, and
yet not without interest for grown-up people.'

"

The Eastern Daily Press, " The story will be read with interest by old

and young alike."

Iris'i Society says, " The very prettiest story of all last year's special

numbers was ' The Christmas Hirelings,' by Miss Braddon."

The Freeman's Journal says, "Of the tale itself, it need only be said

that it is skilfully laid out, and told with the grace and ease which mark
Miss Braddon's writing. . Then the wind-up of the story will give
unbounded satisfaction to all the readers, young and old. There are

many pretty illustrations to adorn the pages, and the binding is tasteful."

THE CHRISTMAS HIRELINGS, illustrated, 3s. Qd.

By the Author of " Lady Audlev's Secret," etc., etc.

London: SIMPKLN, MAKSHALL, HAMILTON, KENT & CO., Ltd.
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LEGACY.

THE DOCTOR'S WIFE.
ONLY A CLOD.
SIR JASPER'S TENANT.
TRAIL OF THE SERPENT.
LADY'S MILE.
LADY LISLE.
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TURE."

BIRDS OF PREY.
CHARLOTTES INHERIT-
ANCE.
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RUN TO EARTH.
DEAD SEA FRUIT.
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27. LOST FOR LOVE.
28. A STRANGE WORLD.
29. HOSTAGES TO FORTUNE.
30. DEAD MEN'S SHOES.
31. JOSHUA HAGGARD.
32. WEAVERS AND WEFT.
33. AN OPEN VERDICT.
34. VIXEN.
35. THE CLOVEN FOOT.
36. THE STORY OF BARBARA.
37. JUST AS I AM.
38. ASPHODEL.
39. MOUNT ROYAL.
40. THE GOLDEN CALF.
41. PHANTOM FORTUNE.
42. FLOWER AND WEED.
43. ISHMAEL.
44. WYLLARD'S WEIRD.
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" No one can be dull who has a novel by Miss Braddon in hand. The most
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one of her books."
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